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LETTER  XXXIV. 

FROM  PRINCESS  GALLITZIN  IN  PARIS,  TO 
VISCOUNTESS  ELVINSTON. 

Thanks,  dear  Lady  Elvinston,  for  your 
charming  account  of  London.  I  have  been 
trying  to  convert  to  your  favourable  mode  of 
viewing  it,  one  or  two  of  the  diplomatic  inti- 
mates of  my  society,  who  have  been  formerly 
martyrized  by  a  residence  at  the  English  court. 
But  alas  !  the  London  of  their  inventions 
differs  widely  from  the  London  of  yours. 

It  is,  however,  as  natural  you  should  see  it 
en  beau,  as  that  /  should  be  enraptured  with 
Paris.     The  charm  of  novelty  goes  for  much ; 
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the  delight  of  associating  with  those  in  whom 
we  inspire  only  sentiments  of  good  will  and 
admiration,  for  more.  Both  of  us  are  en- 
chanted with  what  we  see,  because  those 
we  see  appear  to  be  enchanted  with  our- 
selves. 

Our  time  has  been  passing  most  agreeably. 
As  yet,  none  of  the  corps  diplomatique  have 
left  Paris ;  and  the  summer  soirees  continue  on 
so  easy  a  footing,  that  I  often  repair  to  them 
en  demie  toilette  after  a  drive  in  the  Bois  or 
the  Champs  Elysees.  Whist  and  conversa- 
tion form  the  sole  diversion  of  these  meetings  ; 
unless  when,  now  and  then,  a  dejeuner  dansant 
enlivens  the  villas  of  the  environs. 

At  these  villas,  we  also  enjoy  frequent  din- 
ners. The  Princesse  de  Montmorency  has  a 
delightful  park  at  Auteuil ;  your  country-wo- 
man, Princess  Bagration,  one  at  Suresne ;  the 
Austrian  Ambassador,  one  at  Bellevue.  In 
addition  to  these  pleasant  houses,  we  have 
dined  with  the  royal  family  at  St.  Cloud,  and 


the  Duke  of  Orleans  at  Neuilly ;  and  are  in- 
vited to  spend  a  week  with  Madame  at.  her 
more  distant  chateau  of  Rosny. 

During  my  first  fortnight  in  Paris,  the 
Duchesse  de  C .  was  constantly  compas- 
sionating me  for  the  publicity  of  my  position, 
both  as  an  Ambassadress  and  a  stranger. 

"  At  present,  I  fear,  you  must  feel  uncom- 
fortable from  standing  out  so  prominently  in 
relief,''  said  she.  "  At  present,  my  dear,  you 
are  printed  in  italics.  But  the  misfortune  will 
not  last.  We  French  are  ill-bred  enough  to 
have  a  terrible  vocation  for  running  after  novel- 
ties and  staring  at  strangers.  You  soon  will 
subside  into  one  of  us  ;  and  enjoy  that  enjoy- 
ment above  all  others,  of  passing  unobserved 
with  the  mass  and  following  your  own 
devices.'* 

I  scarcely  liked  to  admit  to  my  new  friend 
that  I  saw  no  great  attraction  in  such  a 
prospect.  The  consummation,  however,  ap-- 
pears  no  nearer  than  at  first.     I  am  still  not 
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only  followed  by  the  throng  whenever  our 
showy  equipage  is  in  request  for  some  royal 
dinner-party ;  but  every  time  I  appear  in  pri- 
vate society,  groups  of  new  acquaintances 
thicken  and  close  around  me,  striving  who 
shall  first  interest  my  attention.  Half  of  this 
assiduity  arises  from  curiosity.  The  Parisians 
are  surprised  to  find  a  foreigner,  a  German 
especially,  speaking  their  language  and  versed 
in  their  ideas,  as  though  born  in  the  Faubourg 
and  bred  at  the  Sacre  Cceur ;  and  I  suspect 
that  many  of  the  earnest  efforts  made  to  engage 
me  in  conversation,  purport  the  amiable  design 
of  finding  me,  on  some  point  or  other,  at 
fault. 

There  are,  as  Princess  W.  apprized  me,  a 
few  Russians  of  distinction  settled  here,  and 
many  more  constantly  in  transit  through 
Paris ;  chiefly  pleasure-lovers,  enamoured  of 
the  gay  Boulevarts  and  brilliant  theatres 
which  to  me  constitute  its  smallest  attraction. 
Here,  as  wherever  else  they  travel,  they  form 


a  prominent  feature.  Their  riches  and  reck- 
lessness font  parler  cf^euw,  and  not  always  as 
favourably  as  one  could  wish ;  for  though  the 
finest  jewels  at  court  are  usually  borne  on 
Russian  brows  and  uniforms,  and  the  richest 
equipages  and  best  opera  boxes  appropriated 
to  their  owners,  there  is  sure  to  be  some 
stranjre  anecdote  attached  to  each — some  trait 
of  eccentricity,  or  remnant  of  barbarism — to 
degrade  them  in  the  critical  eye  of  Parisian 
refinement. 

Still,  they  are  mostly  agreeable ;  and  doubly 
agreeable  to  me,  as  forming  my  natural  satel- 
lites in  this  country.  If  it  be  the  pleasure  of 
others,  it  is  their  business  to  pay  me  their 
court ;  nor  can  I  accuse  them  of  any  want 
of  prodigality  in  their  homage.  On  my  ar- 
rival, I  was  forced  to  encounter  a  round  of 
official  dinner-giving  and  enduring,  with  these 
people ;  and  was  easily  reconciled  to  the  duty, 
on  learning  that,  but  for  the  Russian  habit  of 
resorting   to   the    German   baths  before    the 
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leaves  are  on  the  trees^  I  should  have  had  to 
undergo  four  times  the  amount  of  civilities. 

My  intercourse  with  these  people,  moreover, 
constitutes  as  much  a  duty,  as  the  society  of 
the  Hotel  de  C.  a  pleasure.  The  place  they 
are  to  attain  in  French  society  depends  mainly 
upon  that  conceded  to  them  by  their  Ambas- 
sador ;  and  it  requires  some  tact^  and  above  all 
careful  reference  to  the  Emperor's  pleasure, 
to  know  who  are  to  be  received  with  open 
arms, — who  with  composure. — who  with  cold- 
ness,— who  carelessly  excluded, — ivho  scorn- 
fully !— 

This  portion  of  my  task  is  the  more  critical, 
that  I  have  no  precedent  to  recall  to  mind  in 
the  conduct  of  Madame  von  Rehfeld  under  simi- 
lar circumstances.  At  St.  Petersburg,  even  the 
brother  or  sister  of  an  Ambassador,  if  neglected 
by  the  court,  would  acquire  no  importance  in 
society  by  such  relationship;  nor  did  our 
poor  Residenz  despatch  thither  travellers  of 
sufficient  note,  to  make  it  of  much  consequence 


whether  she  invited  them  to  her  soirees,  or 
left  them  to  grovel  in  the  commercial  coteries 
to  which  they  naturally  appertained. 

Here,  all  is  on  a  different  footing.  At  the 
diplomatic  dinners — at  court — every  where, 
the  leading  Russians  are  naturally  invited  to 
meet  their  Ambassador ;  and  as  it  frequently 
happens  that  they  owe  their  introductions  in 
Paris  to  sources  wholly  disconnected  with  the 
Imperial  crown,  (such  as  former  obhgations 
of  the  late  King  during  his  residence  at  Mit- 
tau,  or  civilities  bestowed  in  St.  Petersburg, 
upon  former  Ambassadors,  or  travellers  of  the 
French  nation,) — the  task  is  often  perplexing. 

The  English  Embassy — even  if  the  English 
government  were  susceptible  on  such  points, 
instead  of  utterly  indifferent — has  a  compara- 
tively easy  duty.  In  a  few  hours,  the  tele- 
graph conveys  news  to  England ;  in  two  days 
a  courier  brings  instructions;  and  the  Ambassa- 
dor may  regulate  his  negociations,  and  the 
Ambassadress   her  curtsies,   by  order   of  the 


8  THE    ambassador's    WIFE. 

cabinet  at  home,  without  keeping  a  protocol 
or  an  invitation,  in  suspense. 

Our  position  is  more  difficult.  The  repre- 
sentative of  Russia,  must  be  a  man  qualified 
to  act  on  his  own  authority ;  a  man  of  un- 
derstanding, rather  than  the  mere  showy  lay- 
figure  with  a  clever  secretary,  which,  nine 
times  in  ten,  constitutes  the  materiel  of  an 
Ambassador. 

It  is  as  regards  my  enlightenment  on  such 
points,  that  your  mother's  correspondance  is 
invaluable  to  me.  Before  I  quitted  Russia, 
copious  letters  of  instruction  were  vouchsafed 
us  ;  and  the  personal  confidence  existing 
between  the  Emperor  and  Prince  Gallitzin, 
seemed  to  trace  the  way  straight  before  us. 
But  it  sometimes  happens  that  a  pebble  is  as 
great  an  obstacle  to  the  progress  of  machinery, 
as  a  fragment  of  granite ;  and  some  of  the 
petty  personages  here,  of  whom  I  have  to 
form  my  own  judgment  and  act  upon  it,  puz- 
zle  me   exceedingly.      It   would   be   pleasant 
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enough  to  be  able  to  like  or  dislike  these 
country  people  of  my  husband,  according  to 
the  dictates  of  my  feelings — but  this  is  im- 
possible. 

By  the  way,  on  a  knotty  point  of  this 
description,  you,  dear  Marguerite,  can  render 
me  a  service.  Pray  obtain  from  Lord  Elvin- 
ston,  some  renseignemens  concerning  an  English 
family  against  which  I  run  my  head  at  every 
turn  ; — my  head  profiting  little  by  the  colHsion,, 
for  they  are  as  unenlightened  as  they  are 
fashionable  and  showy;  a  Lady  Fauconberg 
and  her  two  daughters —the  one  married — 
the  other  a  marier.  They  have  resided  at 
various  times,  in  various  parts  of  the  conti- 
nent;  and  thanks  to  her  fortune,  figure,  and 
diamonds.  Lady  F.  appears  to  have  acquired  a 
certain  station  in  society  ;  nor,  till  she  opens 
her  mouth,  would  any  one  suspect  the  vulga- 
rity of  nature  with  which  so  much  superficial 
elegance  is  connected. 

At  first  sight,  I  conceived  a  prejudice  against 
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these  women.  The  bold  and  barefaced  mea- 
sure of  their  flattery — one  of  the  coarsest  arts 
of  pushing  people — determined  me  to  keep 
them  out  of  my  intimate  circle.  But  let  no 
one  form  resolutions  concerning  Lady  Faucon- 
berg,  without  making  her  a  party  in  the 
project  !  Familiar  with  me  she  was  determined 
to  become ;  and  in  spite  of  my  interdictory 
looks  and  orders,  I  find  her  established  at  the 
Embassy  on  the  easiest  footing.  By  talking 
of  her  bosom-friendship  with  our  predecessors, 
and  treating  me  as  a  sweet  young  creature 
in  need  of  motherly  protection,  she  frustrates 
all  my  coldness.  Every  day,  I  resolve  that  she 
shall  never  find  her  way  here  again  ;  yet  every 
day  this  coolest  of  cool  women,  glides  through 
the  key-hole,  and  is  beforehand  with  my  re- 
fusal to  see  her. 

As  regards  herself,  I  should  have  no  scruple 
in  crushing  her  audacity  by  the  rudest  means ; 
for  the  elegance  of  her  dress  and  tournure 
pleads  with  me  far  less  than  it  might  with  my 
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Imperial  mistress.  But  the  husband  of  the 
married  daughter  is  an  EngUsh  peer,  a  Lord 
Montagu  5  and  the  Prince  is  anxious  to  learn 
from  Lord  Elvinston,  whether  he  be  a  man  of 
any  parhamentary  influence  ?  He  is  only  just 
arrived  here  with  his  wife,  on  a  visit  to  Lady 
Fauconberg ;  so  that,  at  present,  hisvopinions 
and  qualifications  are  problematical.  But 
should  his  lady  resemble  her  unmarried  sister, 
— a  spinster  of  a  certain  age,  with  all  the  free- 
dom of  manner  of  a  married  woman — she  will 
prove  as  little  acceptable  to  me  as  her  lady 
mother. 

Miss  Fauconberg,  however,  thanks  to  some 
talent,  great  beauty^  and  greater  boldness,  has 
acquired  a  sort  of  influence  in  society  here, 
such  as  is  usually  attained  by  people  who  say 
every  thing  that  comes  into  their  head — if  the 
head  be  a  good  one  ;  an  influence  accompanied 
by  an  unenviable  and  dangerous  notoriety. 
Herself  devoid  of  feeling,  she  is  careless  of 
wounding  those  of  others. 


Her  beauty  and  talent  for  repartee  have  re- 
commended her  to  the  notice  of  many  of  the 
leading  men  here,  glad  to  be  amused  in  society 
not  always  amusing,  on  such  easy  terms ;  and 
between  the  dinners  of  the  mother,  and  wit  of 
the  daughter,  their  house  is  well  frequented. 
Still,  disliking  them  as  I  do,  I  should  throw 
down  the  gauntlet,  but  for  our  uncertainties 
respecting  Lord  and  Lady  Montagu. 

The  two  Vaudreuils  were  the  means  of  our 
acquaintance  with  these  people.  Count  Al- 
fred declares  the  Casa  Fauconberg  to  be  as 
indispensable  a  portion  of  his  existence,  as  the 
Cafe  Tortoni,  or  Jeu  de  Paume;  and  protests 
that  it  is  impossible  to  get  through  the  summer 
in  Paris  without  melon-ice,  tennis,  and  the 
impertinencies  of  "  la  petite  Fauconberg,^*  to 
give  a  fillip  to  his  languor.  But  I  have  candidly 
told  him  that,  unless  he  hold  his  very  wild 
beasts  in  a  chain,  they  shall  have  no  place  in 
my  menagerie.  Miss  Fauconberg  is  the  only 
person  I  ever  saw,  whom  the  most  repulsive 
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coldness  of  high-breeding  had  no  influence  in 
reducing  to  order. 

To  give  you  a  specimen  of  her  style  of  flip- 
pancy 1 — The  other  night,  at  a  little  soiree  at 
Madame  Appony's,  at  Bellevue,  one  of  those 
pleasant  little  parties  which  have  all  the  sim- 
plicity of  Germany  and  all  the  sociability  of 
Paris,  I  happened  to  be  seated  on  an  ottoman, 
near  the  open  windows,  with  the  Duchesse  de 
C,  the  Neapolitan  ambassadress,  and  two  ox 
three  other  intimates  ;  when  the  English 
Miss,  (leaning  across  the  opposite  cushions 
of  the  ottoman  on  which  she  was  reclining,  in 
what  English  Misses  call  "  a  decided  flirt- 
ation ''  with  one  of  the  Austrian  attaches,  who 
has  been  enjoying  "  decided  flirtations ''  with 
English  misses  for  the  last  fifteen  years,)  sud- 
denly exclaimed  to  me,  "  ^  propos,  chere  Prin- 
cesse/'  (though  a  propos  to  what  I  could  not 
conjecture  !)  "as  we  were  driving  through  your 
porte  cochere  the  other  day,  I  was  startled  by 
the  sight  of  an  old  friend  of  mine  5  an  odd. 
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clever  creature  of  a  governess,  who  brought  up 
Marie  de  Choisy,  and  was  Vamie  de  la  maison 
of  the  Hotel  de  Choisy,  rather  than  the  go- 
verness. We  all  used  to  doat  upon  her ;  for 
she  helped  us  to  get  up  our  tableaux  and  cha- 
rades, and  was  ready  to  do  anything  for  any 
body.  Never  was  there  a  creature  so  willing 
to  have  pens  wiped  upon  her,  or  practical  jokes 
tried  upon  her,  (as  desperate  remedies  are  tried 
on  criminals),  than  poor  Therese  Moreau  !— 
Can  you  tell  me  what  has  become  of  her  ?^^ 

"  She  is  attached  to  my  establishment,"  re- 
plied I ;  so  coldly  as,  I  hoped,  to  silence  her. 

"  Attached  to  your  establishment  ?'^  cried 
Miss  Fauconberg,  laughing  heartily,  and  pre- 
suming to  play  upon  my  words.  "  I  fancied  it 
was  only  Monsieur  le  Prince  who  had  attaches 
in  his  service?'^ 

Her  own  attache  applauded  this  sally ;  and 
to  my  surprise,  several  of  the  standers-by 
laughed  outright.  But  it  is  the  custom  to  laugh 
at  the  soi-disant  bon  mots  of  Miss  Fauconberg. 
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"  Bo  tell  me — in  what  capacity  is  she  at- 
tached to  your  establishment  ?'^  persisted  she, 
following  up  her  attack.  "  You  cannot,  surely, 
want  a  governess  ?'' 

"  I  did  require  one,  when,  many  years  ago. 
Mademoiselle  Moreau  entered  my  father's 
service,'^  said  1,  with  some  degree  of  hauteur, 

"  Your  father's  service  ?  Mais  mon  dieu, 
you  are  not,  surely,  the  daughter  of  the  noble 
Baron  to  whose  Saxon  chateau  poor  old  The- 
rese  banished  herself  on  quitting  the  Hotel  de 
Choisy  ?  You,  dear  Princess  Gallitzin,  cannot 
be  the  Demoiselle  von  Rehfeld  of  whom  she 
wrote  us  such  impayable  accounts,  on  first 
reaching  Germany  ?" 

Already  wounded,  on  more  than  one  occa- 
sion by  Miss  Fauconberg's  guerrilla  modes  of 
warfare,  I  judged  it  better  not  to  provoke  by 
retaliation,  a  renewed  attack ;  and  disappoint- 
ed her  by  quietly  replying  in  the  affirmative, 
and  passing  unnoticed  her  rude  exclamations 
of  amazement. 
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On  finding,  however,  that  she  had  failed  in 
what  I  verily  believe  to  be  a  preconceived 
scheme  of  malice,  she  added,  "  You  must 
kindly  allow  me.  Princess,  to  come  sometimes 
and  visit  poor,  dear,  old  Moreau  !  She  is  such 
an  excellent  creature ;  and  her  histories  of 
Germany  will  be  so  amusing." 

"  Mademoiselle  Moreau  is  her  own  mistress, 
and  sees  what  society  she  thinks  proper,"  was 
my  cool  reply. 

*^  Her  own  mistress  ? — why  you  said  just 
nowj  chere  Princesses  that  she  was  attached  to 
your  establishment?  Even  had  you  not 
afforded  us  that  little  index  to  her  functions, 
we  all  know  the  Russian  meaning  of  the  word 
independence.  You  probably  mean  that  she 
is  as  much  her  own  mistress  at  the  Embassy, 
as  Prince  GalUtzin  his  own  master  at  Tzarsko- 
9elo." 

Apparently,  the  ladies  present  felt  that  the 
privileged  impertinente  was  exceeding  her  pre- 
rogative 5  for  they  interrupted  the  conversation 
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by  observations  almost  as  completely  a  propos 
de  bottes,  as  Miss  Fauconberg's  original  allu- 
sion ;  and  took  care  that  it  should  not  be 
resumed. 

In  the  course  of  the  evening,  I  saw  the  vene- 
rable attache  who  had  been  spectator  of  the 
scene,  laughing  heartily  in  a  corner,  with  Al- 
fred de  Vaudreuil;  and  am  pretty  certain, 
from  your  cousin's  mode  of  shrugging  his 
shoulders  and  affecting  to  find  a  smile  irrepres- 
sible, that  they  were  diverting  themselves  at 
the  audacity  of  their  handsome  protegee,  Ge- 
ralda  Fauconberg. 

But  all  this  cannot  amuse  you,  dear  Mar- 
guerite ;  and  lest  this  letter  should  exceed  all 
bounds  of  postage,  accept  my  sincere  compli- 
ments of  affection  for  yourself  and  Lord  Elvin- 
ston ;  from  whom,  do  not  fail  to  procure  me  the 
information  1  have  requested. 
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LETTER  XXXV. 

FROM  MADEMOISELLE  THERESE   MOREAU  IN 

PARIS,  TO  VISCOUNTESS    ELVINSTON, 

ELVINSTON  CASTLE. 

It  is  a  long  time,  dear  lady,  since  I  wrote 
last,  but  do  not  suppose  me  the  less  grateful 
for  your  kind  and  persevering  attentions.  My 
occupations  here  are  so  various  and  unrelaxing, 
that  I  have  seldom  time  for  anything  so  agree- 
able as  correspondence  with  those  I  love. 

Alas !  dear  Marguerite — dear  Lady  Elvin- 
ston,  I  should  say — I  sometimes,  even  now, 
detect  myself  indulging  in  lamentations  that 
Peter  should  have  been  out  of  the  way  when 
wanted  to  carry  down  Baroness  von  Rehfeld's 
chess-box  and  work-box — the  origin  of  my 
sad  accident  and  Monsieur  de  VaudreuiFs  taking 
my  place  in  the  carriage  to  St.  Petersburg; 
which,    some   how    or    other,    I   cannot  help 


THE    ambassador's    WIFE.  19 

regarding  as  productive  of  all  the  events  which 
have  since  occurred  in  the  family;  the  mar- 
riage of  Ida  with  a  man  whose  time  of  life 
naturally  exercises  a  powerful  influence  over 
her  character,  and  of  your  own  banishment  to 
Scotland  ! — I  cannot  help  again  lamenting  it, 
I  say  ; — for  with  all  the  brilliancy  of  our  posi- 
tion here,  the  restraint,  the  responsibility,  the 
fatigue,  are  in  many  respects  irksome;  while 
as  to  yourself,  though  your  angehc  resig- 
nation of  character  prompts  you  to  declare 
yourself  the  happiest  of  women,  I  can  ap- 
preciate what  it  must  be  to  you,  who  have 
enjoyed  the  advantage  of  a  Parisian  education, 
to  be  exiled  to  the  desolate  North — the  ultima 
Tliule — among  a  horde  of  semi-savages,  whose 
habits  must  appear  so  baroque  and  so  per- 
plexing ! 

You  tell  me,  dear  Viscountess,  that  since 
you  arrived  in  England,  you  have  more  than 
once  enjoyed  the  happiness  of  being  mistaken 
for  an  Englishwoman.      Princess  Gallitzin  was 
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indignant,  when  I  read  her  that  portion  of  your 
letter ;  for  certain  it  is,  that  the  manners  of 
Enghsh  ladies  here,  exhibit  little  to  render  the 
mistake  flattering.  I  can  equally  understand, 
however,  that  the  Russianality  of  your  earlier 
education  may  have  endowed  you  with  facil- 
ities of  diction,  which  justify  the  inhabitants  of 
the  land  you  have  adopted  in  choosing  to 
adopt  you  in  their  turn.  It  is  very  amiable  of 
you,  my  dear  young  friend,  to  express  yourself 
so  grateful  to  the  Baroness  for  having  imposed 
upon  you,  in  infancy,  the  language  which  now 
enables  you  to  commune,  heart  in  heart,  with 
the  husband  to  whom  your  own  heart  seems  so 
absolutely  submitted. 

Princess  Gallitzin  has  no  such  service  to  Be 
thankful  for,  as  regards  the  barbarous  Russian 
tongue  ;  nor  is  it  necessary.  In  the  first  place, 
because  the  Prince  is  not  a  man  with  whom  to 
indulge  in  gossip,  or  even  unreserved  conver- 
sation ; — in  the  next,  because  French  is,  after 
all,  the  exclusive  language  of  the  heart  for  the 
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well-born  and  well-bred.  Whatever  may  be 
their  native  dialect,  all  high-souled  individuals 
of  good  education,  break  naturally  into  French 
for  the  exposition  of  their  thoughts,  whenever 
their  hearts  or  minds  are  excited  by  strong 
emotions  or  noble  ambitions.  For  instance, 
half  the  billet-doux  and  half  the  state  papers  of 
Europe,  are  written  in  French. 

I  have  now  a  great  deal  of  writing  on  my 
hands,  my  dear  Marguerite,  though  not  exactly 
in  either  of  these  styles.  I  have  to  receive 
and  answer  all  the  letters  of  invitation  and 
business  addressed  to  the  Princess  ; — her  cor- 
respondence with  her  illustrious  colleagues,  her 
mantua-makers,  and  other  purveyors.  One 
moment,  a  royal  billet  demands  my  attention, 
— the  next,  a  perfumer's  bill.  I  exercise,  in 
short,  all  the  functions  of  a  private  secretary, 
though  with  somewhat  less  dignity  of  office. 

I  should  embrace  my  vocation,  dignified  or 
undignified,  with  ardour,  did  it  aiford  me  the 
occasions  you  may  probably  suppose,  for  inti- 
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mate  communication  with  the  Princess.  But 
since  her  arrival  here,  she  has  become  an  altered 
being.  I  rarely  see  her,  never  but  when  occa- 
sions of  business  render  it  necessary.  Do  not 
imagine  that  I  blame  her  for  this.  She  is  so 
surrounded — so  beset — there  are  so  many 
pretendants  to  her  favour,  and  through  her 
to  that  of  the  Prince —  so  many  who  seek 
her  for  her  society's  sake,  and  so  many  more, 
because  the  new  Russian  ambassadress  is 
universally  the  fashion,  that  I  can  quite 
understand  her  seldom  finding  a  moment's 
leisure  to  bestow  on  an  humble  friend  like 
poor  Therese  Moreau. 

The  life  of  an  Ambassador's  Wife,  Margue- 
rite, is  no  such  gratuitous  affair.  Her  object 
must  be  to  entertain  every  one  rather  than 
herself;  nor  can  she  follow  her  personal  incli- 
nations in  so  mere  a  trifle  as  filling  her  dinner 
table,  or  her  Opera  box.  Every  movement 
must  be  calculated — every  favour  so  bestowed 
as   to  ensure    bringing    good    interest.      She 
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must  conciliate  enemies  into  friends,  and  yet 
be  careful  not  to  do  it  so  openly  as  to  convert 
her  friends  into  enemies  ;  preserving  a  nice  and 
judicious  balance  of  favour  between  the  nation 
she  represents,  and  the  nation  to  which  she 
represents  it. 

But  if  this  be  the  case  with  all  Ambassadors' 
wives,  how  much  more  so  with  the  wife  of  an 
Ambassador  of  Russia  !  responsible  to  an  abso- 
lute monarch — responsible  with  his  life  and 
property,  or  rather  his  property  and  life  ;  for  it 
is  easier  to  confiscate  an  estate  than  decapitate 
a  head — the  estate  being  always  under  the 
Imperial  sceptre,  and  the  head  not  always  on 
the  Imperial  block. 

For  instance,  the  Tzar,  for  reasons  of  state, 
is  known  to  be  strongly  pre-disposed  against 
his  absentee  subjects  ;  justly  enough,  for  those 
who  draw  their  revenues  from  a  soil,  should 
expend  at  least  a  portion  on  its  enrichment. 

He  entertains  (more  particularly)  a  preju- 
dice against  those    who     entertain   an   espe- 
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cial  partiality  for  Paris^  of  which  he  dreads 
the  principles^  and  despises  the  pleasures ;  and 
nothing  more  difficult  than  the  task  of  his 
representative  here — who  must  either  displease 
the  Tzar  by  showing  favour  to  persons  he 
disapproves,  or  expose  Russians  of  high  degree 
to  the  unfavourable  interpretation  of  the 
French. 

It  is  among  these  burning  i^lough-shares; 
that  Princess  Gallitzin  has  to  steer  her  way. 
In  the  best  society  here,  she  meets  a  variety  of 
agreeable  Russians  from  whom  she  must  with- 
hold her  civilities ;  though  all  with  whom  she 
associates  delight  in  their  company,  and  she 
has  no  adduceable  reason  for  her  apparently 
capricious  coldness. 

Though  her  Excellency  has  never  spoken  to 
me  on  the  subject,  (for  from  my  ostensibly  con- 
fidential position  about  her  person,  the  Prince 
has  I  suspect,  expressly  cautioned  her  against 
too  free  a  communication  with  a  person  having 
extensive  social  connections  in  Paris,)    I  am 
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persuaded  that  one  of  her  chief  annoyances 
arises  from  the  rash  freedom  of  speech  with 
which  your  wild  cousins,  the  Counts  de  Vau- 
dreuil  rally  her  upon  these  sacred  subjects. 
Count  Alfred,  more  especially  ;  who,  from  his 
former  intimacy  with  her  at  Rehfeld  and  St. 
Petersburg,  assumes  a  privilege  of  persiflage 
which,  if  exercised  by  any  other  person,  would 
naturally  cause  her  doors  to  be  closed  against 
him.  For  whenever  Princess  GalHtzin  ven- 
tures to  remonstrate  against  the  indecorum  of 
inquiring  whether  any  momentary  cloud  on  the 
brow  of  the  Prince  proceeds  from  his  having 
received  a  knouting  from  the  Emperor  in  his 
morning's  despatches,  or  when  Ida  receives 
with  reserve  the  visit  of  some  Russian  lady,  he 
demands  whether  the  victim  has  been  marked 
with  the  black  cross  of  Imperial  reprobation ; 
and  defends  himself  by  claiming  the  freedom 
of  relationship. 

At  Schloss  Rehfeld,  in   presence  of   your 
mother,  I  certainly  never  heard  him  call  cousins 
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with  any  member  of  the  Rehfeld  family ;  and 
the  Baron,  in  particular  used  to  be  the  object  of 
his  scarcely  concealed  contempt.  Except  your 
brother,  I  never  saw  any  person  more  scorn- 
fully rebut  the  connection  than  Count  Alfred. 
All  this  is  doubtless  painful  and  embarrass- 
ing to  the  Princess ;  for  she  cannot  but 
perceive  the  air  of  displeasure  of  the  Prince, 
whenever  similar  audacities  transpire  in  his 
presence.  I  suspect  he  has  privately  coun- 
selled Ida  to  keep  these  two  bold,  though  most 
agreeable  soi-disant  kinsmen,  at  a  more  res- 
pectful distance.  But  how  is  this  to  be  done, 
with  a  man  so  thoroughly  undauntable  as 
Count  Alfred?  The  Princess,  with  all  her 
graceful  self-possession,  is  still  so  young,  so 
very  young  for  the  distinguished  position  she 
occupies,  that  the  air  of  assumption  she 
must  assume  to  check  the  familiarity  of  a  man 
de  bonne  compagnie  admitted  to  her  house  on 
the  footing  of  a  relation,  would  sit  discordantly 
upon  her  soft  and  feminine  beauty. 


It  would,  therefore,  be  an  act  of  charity,  dear 
Lady  Elvinston,  were  you  to  warn  Count  Al- 
fred of  the  unpleasant  predicament  in  which  he 
places  her  Excellency.  But  I  forget !  The  cus- 
toms of  your  new  country  do  not  perhaps  au- 
thorize  a  correspondence  between  cousins  of  the 
same  age  and  different  sexes  ?  At  all  events,  you 
might  give  a  hint  to  the  purpose  in  your  next 
letter  to  the  Baroness  von  Rehfeld ;  or  even  to 
your  brother,  from  whom,  I  find.  Count  Alfred 
hears  constantly.  At  all  events,  oblige  me  by 
making  no  remark  on  the  subject  in  your  com- 
munications with  Ida. 

We  are  shortly  to  occupy  a  charming  villa 
on  the  cote  above  St.  Cloud,  a  spot  I  have  often 
heard  you  mention  with  admiration.  I  rejoice 
at  the  idea  of  being  in  the  country  again  ;  that 
is,  what  we  Parisians  call  in  the  country,  among 
green  trees,  within  view  of  the  Dome  of  the 
Invalides  !  On  my  arrival  there,  I  hope  to 
prove  a  better  correspondent  3  for  there,  at  least, 
I  shall  be  secure  from  the  intrusion  of  twenty 
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milliners  a  day,  all  wild  to  secure  the  custom 
of  the  belle  Princess  Gallitzin,  who  has  only  to 
wear  a  bonnet  or  coiffure  to  render  it  furiously 
the  fashion.  You  have  no  idea,  you,  so  indif- 
ferent to  matters  of  the  toilet,  what  exquisite 
taste  she  has  displayed  since  the  accession  of 
independence,  and  opportunity  to  favour  its  ex- 
ercise. Madame  has  been  heard  call  her  the  best 
dressed  and  most  distinguished-looking  young 
woman  in  Paris,  and  this,  let  me  tell  you,  is  no 
slight  praise  from  Madame  ! — I  could,  how- 
ever, wish  that  the  bijoutiers,  modistes  and  lin- 
ger es  would  allow  me  an  easier  time  of  it.  You 
will  scarcely  believe  me,  when  I  find  leisure  to 
trouble  you  with  so  long  a  letter  ! — But  then 
it  is  for  you  ! — 

Mille  compUmens  respectueux  to  your  amiable 
lord. 
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LETTER  XXXVI. 

FROM  PRINCESS  GALLITZIN  TO  THE 
BARONESS  VON  REHFELD. 

I  enclose  you,  dear  Madam,  in  cipher,  a 
list  of  names,  which  I  will  thank  you  to  return 
me  in  the  same  manner,  accompanied  by  all 
the  intelligence  and  instructions  you  are  able 
to  procure  for  us  relative  to  the  owners.  Most 
of  them  are  Russians  newly  arrived  in  Paris, 
the  Emperor's  pleasure  respecting  whom  has 
not  yet  been  signified.  This  uncertainty  in- 
volves a  difficult  portion  of  our  duty  here; 
for  such  casual  travellers,  mostly  on  their  road 
from  a  London  season  to  the  German  baths, 
sparkle  only  a  day  in  Paris ;  and  are  come 
and  gone,  before  I  have  the  means  of  ascer- 
taining their  claims  to  distinction.  It  would 
be  as  well,  since  nothing  appears  surer  than 
that  those  who  from  so  great  a  distance  visit 
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London,  will  also  visit  Paris,  were  you  to  give 
me  certain  indications  concerning  all  who 
receive  passports  for  a  journey  to  England ; 
to  which  country,  so  long  as  fox-hunting  and 
the  turf  are  the  rage,  Russia  and  Austria 
will  always  contribute  their  quota  of  visitors. 

You  will  have  heard  with  satisfaction,  how 
honourable  a  position  has  been  conceded  to  us 
in  the  royal  circle,  at  St.  Cloud ;  so  honourable, 
indeed,  that  I  have  persuaded  the  Prince,  to 
pay  a  forfeiture  for  the  villa  he  had  hired,  and 
engage  another  within  no  great  distance  from 
the  Chateau.  It  is  difficult  to  define  in  what 
the  favour  shown  us  consists.  The  precedence  of 
an  Ambassador  is  too  definite  to  be  suscepti- 
ble of  advancement.  Even  the  number  of 
invitations  issued  to  the  corps  diplomatique, 
has  here  a  specific  limit.  But  every  sove- 
reign, more  especially  so  courtly-bred  a  king 
as  Charles  X,  has  it  in  his  power,  by  scarcely 
citable  tokens,  to  mark  his  good  will;  by 
inviting  for  instance,  the  chosen  friends  of  our 
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society,  on  the  same  occasions  as  our- 
selves ;  by  naming  the  Prince  for  his  whist 
table,  and  by  engaging  him  constantly  in 
conversation,  as  well  for  the  party  which 
is  to  celebrate  the  ouverture  de  chasse  at 
Rambouillet.  Our  little  visit  to  the  Duchess 
de  Berri  at  Rosny,  is  to  take  place  next 
week. 

Though  active  for  his  years,  and  apparently 
taking  pleasure  in  the  excitement  of  whist 
and  hunting  parties,  the  physical  infirmities  of 
the  King  are  sufficiently  manifest,  to  leave  the 
moral  ones  of  his  successor  a  subject  of 
deep  anxiety.  You  can  imagine  nothing  more 
ungainly  than  the  manners  of  the  Dauphin, 
or  more  pitiable  than  his  understanding.  Rare- 
ly does  he  open  his  lips  without  offending 
some  person  whom  it  is  desirable  to  con- 
ciliate ;  or  at  all  events,  the  rules  of  good 
breeding.  Well  were  it  for  this  country  if  the 
Due  de  Berri  had  survived ;  or  if  the  king 
were  likely  to   survive  till    the  completion  of 
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if,  indeed,  France  be  wise,  or  prudent  enough 
to  take  example  by  Russia,  and  alter  the  line 
of  royal  succession  for  the  security  of  the 
throne.  And  surely,  though  the  Bourbons 
were  said  to  return  from  their  sad  exile  having 
learned  nothing  and  forgotten  nothing  during 
their  misfortunes,  the  people  of  France  have 
been  taught  by  a  more  recently  but  more  pro- 
foundly enlightened  country,  that  the  cause 
of  monarchy  cannot  be  better  served  in  Eu- 
rope, than  by  excluding  a  cretin  from  the  suc- 
cession to  the  crown. 

I  cannot  behold  the  feeble  old  monarch  of 
this  country,  completely  subjected  to  his 
priests  and  surrounded  by  a  tribe  of  bigots 
who  render  the  name  of  religion  a  by-word  by 
their  harassing  and  contemptible  exactions, 
without  fresh  admiration  of  the  enlightened 
and  active  government,  to  which  the  Prince 
is  so  fortunate  as  to  have  his  services  devoted. 
If  ever  the  qualities  and  qualifications  indis- 
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pensable  to  the  sovereign  of  a  great  Empire 
were  united  in  a  human  form,  it  is  in  the 
person  of  the  firm,  active,  intrepid  and  intelli- 
gent prince,  whose  knowledge  is  as  deep  and 
universal  as  his  powers  of  mind  are  acute ; 
who,  by  the  moderation  and  frugality  of  his 
habits  and  splendour  of  his  munificence,  the 
purity  of  his  private  and  graces  of  his  public 
life,  has  so  completely  accredited  the  wis- 
dom of  the  brother  by  whom  he  was  sum-, 
moned  to  the  throne. 

There  is  indeed  a  pride  in  finding  oneself 
even  the  most  insignificant  of  instruments  in 
the  hand  of  such  a  sovereign ;  and  believe  me, 
dear  Madam,  the  greatness  of  Russia,  and 
the  imposing  attitude  she  assumes  just  now 
among  the  nations  of  Europe,  so  dignifies  me 
in  my  own  estimation  as  the  wife  of  her 
representative,  that  I  sometimes  feel  myself 
in  danger  of  unbecoming  pride,  among  those 
envoys  from  the  lesser  states  of  Italy  and 
Germany,  who  affect  airs  of  diplomatic  mys- 
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tery  and  consequence ;  while  their  chanceries 
and  bureaux  remind  one  of  PoHchinelle 
mounting  guard  over  a  despatch  box  ! 

I  cannot  describe  what  heartfelt  delight  it 
would  afford  me,  to  know  that  my  deportment 
here  was  the  subject  of  approval  in  the  august 
quarter  where  alone  it  is  my  ambition  to  please ; 
and  I  entreat  you  to  believe,  that  no  duty 
could  be  imposed  upon  me,  however  distaste- 
ful, however  laborious,  in  which  I  should  not 
delight  to  mark  my  gratitude  and  devotion  to 
the  imperial  family.  It  is  the  humbleness  of 
my  attachment  to  them  which  renders  me  so 
proud  in  my  estimation  of  myself,  and  perhaps 
so  haughty  in  the  estimation  of  others. 

Among  the  influential  families  in  Paris,  by 
whom  these  sentiments  (or  perhaps  you  will 
call  it  this  infatuation  of  mine)  is  fully  shared, 
let  me  cite  the  Marquis  and  Marchioness  de 
Rouilly,  whose  high  position  in  the  world  pro- 
bably renders  their  names  familiar  to  you  ; 
though,  having  occupied  a  post  in  the  adminis- 
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tration  under  Buonaparte,  the  Marquis  is  little 
favoured  by  the  existing  government.  As  the 
personal  friend,  moreover,  of  the  Duke  of 
Orleans,  he  seldom  appears  at  court  without 
provoking  from  the  Dauphin  some  uncourteous 
observation. 

The  Hotel  de  Rouilly,  meanwhile,  assembles 
all  that  is  distinguished  of  French  society, 
whether  as  regards  rank,  fortune,  wit,  science, 
or  political  influence.  The  Marquis  has  re; 
sided  much  in  foreign  countries,  even  I  believe 
in  Russia;  and  perfects  the  recherche  of  his 
princely  establishment  by  the  adoption  of  all 
that  is  most  refined  in  the  habits  of  European 
refinement.  He  told  me  last  night,  with  a 
smile,  that  he  admitted  the  influence  of  his 
own  countrymen  only  in  his  cuisine  ;  that  his 
office  is  regulated  by  Italians — his  stables  by 
Englishmen — his  library  by  Germans — his. 
cabinet  by  Russians.  It  would  have  gratified 
you  beyond  measure  to  hear  his  tribute  of  ad- 
miration to  the  enlightened  policy  of  the  Tzar. 

It  was  from  Princess  W .,  by  the  way, 


36 

that  I  received  the  letter  of  introduction  ear- 
nestly pressing  the  Marquis  and  Marchioness 
upon  my  civilities. 

Another  person  who  has  brought  me  letters 
from  the  Princess,  is  a  very  rich  Russian, 
named  Madame  Dombreski ;  a  widow,  I  con- 
clude, or  at  least  there  is  no  reference  to  a 

husband  in  Princess  W ^s  long  eulogium 

of  her  wit  and  beauty.  I  have  called  upon  her 
in  consequence,  and  was  struck  by  the  mag- 
nificence of  her  establishment  5  but  we  have 
not  yet  met.  Should  this  presentation  of  the 
Princess  procure  me  as  agreeable  an  addition 
to  my  acquaintance  as  the  Rouillys,  I  have 
reason  to  be  grateful. 

I  have  executed  your  commission  by  send- 
ing you  from  Herbault  two  paille  de  riz  hats, 
with  fleurs  de  saison,  and  two  more  with 
feathers,  for  full-dress,  for  your  visit  to  Peter- 
hofF.  The  manteau  de  cow  I  despatched  last 
week  from  Victorine,  will,  I  hope,  satisfy  your 
expectations.  The  trimmings  of  scarlet  hibiscus 
cannot  fail  to  attract  the  Empress's  attention. 
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for  they  are  the  first  ever  made  here  ;  and  I 
took  care  to  send  j^ou  a  detached  second  set, 
in  order  that,  should  the  Empress  approve 
of  them  as  I  expect,  you  may  present 
them  and  lay  aside  your  own.  I  have  also 
sent  a  variety  of  the  last  new  noeuds  and 
chiffons  from  Mademoiselle  Aminthe,  and  a 
canezou  which  Minette  has  just  invented  for 
Madame.  Among  these  trifles,  there  cannot 
fail  to  be  some  that  will  prove  a  novelty  to  the, 
Empress. 

I  entreat  you,  dear  Madam,  hasten  as  much 
as  possible  your  answer,  that  it  may  reach  me 
previous  to  the  departure  of  the  Prince  for 
Rambouillet ;  for  you  will  also  find  in  cipher 
certain  questions  which  it  is  indispensable  to 
me  to  have  satisfied  without  delay.  OiFer  the 
expression  of  my  affectionate  duty  to  my 
father.  The  Prince  writes  to  him  by  this 
courier.  I  say  nothing  of  Lady  Elvinston, 
aware  that  you  maintain  an  uninterrupted  cor- 
respondence. 
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LETTER  XXXVII. 

FROM    COUNT    ALFRED    DE    VAUDREUIL    IN 

PARIS,  TO  THE  COUNTESS  AUGUSTE  IN 

BURGUNDY. 

How  good  you  are,  chere  tante,  to  establish 
yourself  this  summer  as  the  representative  of 
the  family  at  Les  Genets.  But  for  you,  the 
shutters  of  the  gloomy  salon  would  never  be 
opened  to  admit  the  light  of  day  and  disturb 
the  labours  of  the  moths  in  the  old  tapestry ; 
but  for  you,  the  flowers  of  our  celebrated 
rosery  would  be  exclusively  dedicated  to  the 
decoration  of  the  reposoirs  of  the  F^te  Dieu, 
and  the  chapel  on  the  f^te  of  St.  John.  But 
for  you,  the  swallows  would  never  be 
disturbed  in  the  arcades — the  rooks  in  the 
chimneys ;  and  poor  old  Antoine  might  trim 
his   charmilles  and   cultivate  his  espaliers  in 
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vain.  Once  more,  my  grateful  thanks  to  you, 
dear  Madam,  for  condescending  to  inhabit, 
during  the  summer,  a  rat-hole  which  is  only 
supportable  to  my  brother  and  myself  in  the 
depth  of  winter,  when  his  boar-hounds  are  in 
good  throat,  and  the  wolves  stirring  in  the 
forest. 

At  present,  I  trust,  you  have  more  docile 
companions ;  and  that  Moumouth,  that  least 
spiteful  of  spiteful  cats  and  most  snowy-skinned . 
of  beauties,  has  not  in  her  chasse  aux  grives 
left  traces  of  her  Angora  fleece  on  the  briars 
of  the  Rosery. 

You  are  right,  however,  in  surmising  that 
your  absence  at  this  particular  moment  has 
proved  a  serious  disadvantage  to  the  fair  lady 
you  are  pleased  to  call  grand-daughter;  but 
who  so  mistakes  herself  and  others,  that  I 
much  doubt  whether  she  would  be  disposed 
to  concede  to  you  the  less  flattering  title  of 
grandmother.  Forgive  herl — It  is  not  to  be 
expected    that   the    daughter   of    a    German 
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htibereau  should  comprehend  the  honour  of 
being  acknowledged  as  even  a  collateral  con- 
nection by  a  scion  of  the  House  of  Clermont 
Tonnerre^  engrafted  on  that  of  Vaudreuil. 

As  little,  perhaps,  had  you  spent  the  summer 
in  Paris,  would  her  self-sufficiency  have  deigned 
to  profit  by  your  knowledge  of  the  world  ;  and 
above  all  of  our  world,  which  is  not  that  of  all 
the  world. 

Princess  Gallitzin  is  a  gifted  creature,  beau- 
tiful, accomplished,  quick-witted  5  who  would 
rank  high  in  society,  if  she  did  not  pretend  to 
be  supreme.  But  a  bold  climber  who  misses 
the  top  round  of  the  ladder,  runs  a  chance  of 
being  precipitated  to  the  ground.  Prudent 
people  advance  no  higher  than  they  are  sure  of 
their  footing. 

None  know  better  than  yourself,  how  fiercely 
our  society  rebuts  intrusion  and  crushes  as- 
sumption. Towards  the  Princess,  thanks  in 
some  measure  to  my  premonitory  flourish  of 
trumpets,  and  in  some  to  her  rank  and  attrac- 
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tions — it  was  disposed  to  be  more  indulgent. 
The  Faubourg  opened  wide  its  gates  to  her. 
Yet  such  is  the  perversity  of  human  nature, 
that  she  disdained  to  be  welcomed  as  an  ally ; 
and  chose  to  take  it  by  assault,  in  order  to 
make  a  triumphal  entry.  The  pretension  was 
so  absurd,  that  no  one  was  angry.  Every  one 
laughed  3  and  a  burst  of  laughter  is  of  all  in- 
cidents the  most  fatal  to  such  as  affect  dignity 
in  ascending  a  throne. 

Alas  !  dear  Countess  and  best  of  aunts,  why 
is  it  that  we  children  of  the  dust  have  all  such 
a  tendency  to  enthronization  ?  Why  has  every 
petty  coterie  its  sovereigns?  Why  is  the 
tabouret  of  the  Duchess  at  court  so  ridiculously 
parodied  among  the  arm-chairs  of  every  private 
drawing-room  ? 

Do  not  infer  from  all  this  that  our  loving 
country  people  have  been  rudely  laughing  to 
scorn  the  blunders  of  a  stranger.  We  French 
are  naturally  too  courtly  as  well  as  too  indul- 
gent towards  youth  and  beauty,   even  when 
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disfigured  by  ill-breeding,  to  heed  her  freaks. 
On  the  contrary,  the  Hotel  de  C.  after  sitting 
in  judgment  on  her  proceedings,  voted  that 
she  was  far  more  piquante  as  a  Talleyrand  in 
petticoats,  far  newer  and  more  amusing  as  a 
Madame  de  Chevreuse  manquee,  than  if  she 
had  assumed  her  very  sufficient  honours  on 
the  same  estrade  with  the  Austrian  and  English 
Ambassadresses  ;  to  both  of  whom  she  is  in- 
ferior in  the  ex-official  dignities  of  birth,  for- 
tune, and  age. 

It  was  among  the  foreign  residents  here, 
(exalted  into  importance  by  their  splendid  hos- 
pitalities in  a  city  the  least  prodigal  in  Europe 
in  the  good  Samaritanism  of  pouring  claret  and 
champagne  into  the  bosom  of  its  neighbour ;) 
that  the  persiflage  began.  Certain  Russians 
who,  till  her  arrival,  had  enjoyed  high  distinc- 
tions, irritated  by  her  neglect  which  they  dared 
not  resent  against  the  accredited  representative 
of  that  most  vindictive  of  empires,  (the  talons 
of  whose  Imperial  Eagle    impend  over  their 
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estates,) — whispered  to  others  the  resentments 
to  which  they  dared  not  give  free  utterance ; 
and  a  whisper  once  breathed  in  this  temple  of 
echo,  has  Uttle  chance  of  sinking  into  silence, 
for  seasons  to  come. 

When  compelled  by  the  chances  of  society  to 
exchange  a  civil  word  with  any  of  these  country- 
women of  Prince  Gallitzin,  she  had  always  la 
bouche  pincee,  as  if  afraid  of  committing  her- 
self; and  in  place  of  the  a  plomb  I  saw  her 
exhibit  under  difficult  circumstances  in  St. 
Petersburg,  no  sooner  was  she  the  wife  of  a 
salaried  servant  of  the  Emperor,  than  she  be- 
came feeble,  vacillating,  inconsistent; — her 
every  curtsey  so  equivocal  and  prevaricating, 
that  it  semed  to  be  awaiting  the  arrival  of  the 
next  despatches  to  decide  itself  into  gracious  or 
discourteous. 

So  lynx-eyed  are  the  espials  of  self-love,  that 
these  hesitations  were  soon  discovered  by  their 
susceptible  victims ;  and  one  of  them,  adroit 
enough    to  understand  the  policy  of  throwing 
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the  first  stone  at  herself,  was  heard  to  exclaim, 
in  the  circle  of  the  Petit  Chateau, — "  I  wonder 
when  poor  Madame  Gallitzin  will  receive  her 
instructions  from  St.  Petersburg  whether  she 
is  to  take  my  hand  or  only  bow !"  Ida  it  seems 
had  been  incautious  enough  to  subside  from 
the  greater  to  the  less  mark  of  distinction ;  and 
there  were  standers-by  ill-natured  enough  to 
elevate  their  eye-brows  at  the  change. 

A  bad  example  is  sooner  followed  than  a 
good  one.  On  the  instigation  of  this  slight 
attack,  more  than  one  mechante  langue  of  the 
Faubourg  busied  itself  with  her  proceedings. 
The  story  improved  in  the  telling.  It  was 
soon  reported  that  Princess  B.  had  accosted 
her  Ambassadress  with,  ^'  Dites  done,  ma  chere, 
m^ envoy ez-vous  promener — ou  nous  promenons- 
nous  ensemble  ? —  Vous  devez  surement  avoir 
recti   voire  leqon  de  St.  Petersbourg  /" 

The  worst  of  her  foes  consist  in  the  coterie 
Fauconberg,  which  you,  dear  aunt,  so  justly  de- 
spise 'y  but  which  is  not  the  less  one  of  the  most 
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amusing  adders'  nests  now  engaged  in  hatch- 
ing the  spitefulnesses  of  society.  The  little 
Fauconberg,  (she  has  been  called  la  petite  Fan- 
conberg,  these  fifteen  years,  and  has,  therefore, 
clearly  established  her  claim  to  the  title  !)  has 
taken  it  into  her  very  handsome  head  to  be 
jealous  of  Ida,  or  to  make  Ida  jealous  of  her  : 
and  being  the  affidee,  by  dint  of  waltzing  and 
scandal,  of  all  the  attaches  in  Paris,  has  con- 
trived to  draw  forth  and  string  together  just 
so  many  particulars  of  the  Princess's  birth, 
parentage,  and  education,  as  form  an  unsatis- 
factory appendix  to  her  pretensions  to  the 
diplomatic  throne. 

I  need  not  remind  you,  dear  Countess,  of 
our  excellent  Abbe's  air  of  horror,  on  learning 
that  the  first  wife  of  your  son-in-law  was  the 
daughter  of  an  ecclesiastic  : — but  for  his  ton- 
sure, his  venerable  hairs  would  have  stood  on 
end  !  Imagine,  therefore,  the  sympathetic  emo- 
tion produced  among  the  devotes  of  St.  Thomas 
d'Aquin,  on    learning   that  Princess   Gallitzin 
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was  clerically  descended.  It  is  in  vain  to 
preach  to  these  dear  dowagers  the  connu- 
bial license  of  the  reformed  and  patriarchal 
churches.  They  insist  upon  being  shocked 
on  such  occasions.  They  choose  to  believe  the 
Roman  Catholic  church,  according  to  its  name, 
universal ;  and  consequently,  regard  Prin- 
cess Gallitzin  as  by  inheritance,  a  sort  of 
Lucretia  Borgia.  — "  Her  mother  was  the 
daughter  of  a  priest !"  —  conveys  her  sen- 
tence of  excommunication  from  their 
set!-^ 

The  Princess,  even  when  she  had  leisure  to 
notice  the  rufF-and-farthingale  formality  with 
which  her  advances  were  received  in  this 
quarter,  assigned  all  the  unimportance  to  the 
change,  which  persons  born  out  of  the  pale  of 
the  great  world  are  apt  to  connect  with  the  pre- 
judices of  the  old.  But  with  us,  chere  tante, 
the  owl  of  wisdom,  like  the  phoenix  of  fable, 
reproduces  in  the  young  bird  the  exact 
plumage     of    the    old ;    and     our     charming 
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elegantes  (Madame  Ernest  de  R and  Ma- 
dame Juste  de  B in  particular,)  soon  began 

to  raise  their  fine  eyes  and  lily-white  hands 
to  Heaven,  in  emulation  of  their  grand- 
mothers. 

"  Out — -je  le  vols, — c*est  indispensable, — on  ne 
tourne  pas  le  dos  a  une  Ambassadrice  /^'  became 
their  apologetic  reply  to  all  who  inquired 
whether  they  were  acquainted  with  the  new 
Russian  Ambassadress.  But  ^^  I  see  her,''  is  a 
very  different  phrase  from  "I  am  enchanted 
to  see  her  \" — and  those  who  came  prepared  to 
burst  into  acclamations  of  "  charmante  I" 
"  ravissante  /" — when  describing  the  dress  and 
manners  of  Princess  Gallitzin  at  Madame 
Appony's  breakfast,  now  discreetly  lowered 
their  tone  into  "  elle  n'est  vraiment  pas  mal  /'' — 
which,  unless  I  am  much  mistaken,  will  pro- 
gress before  the  close  of  the  ensuing  carnival 
into,  "  elle  nest  pas  trop  mal  pour  une" — some 
will  add  "  Russe  /'' — some  "  a  parson's  grand- 
daughter.^'     If  she   had  not   managed  to    af- 
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front  Princess  B and    the   Fauconbergs, 

she  would  have  remained    ^' cette    charmante 
Princesse," 

Not  that  I  at  all  approve  or  sanction  the 
folly  of  the  little  Fauconberg,  who  chooses  to 
give  herself  the  air  of  resenting  my  favour- 
able announcement  previous  to  the  arrival  here 
of  the  Gallitzin.  I  naturally  made  it  an  act  of 
duty  towards  yourself,  dear  aunt^  to  speak 
well  of  any  person,  even  collaterally  connected 
with  your  family;  and  the  Lily  of  Rehfeld 
has  claims  upon  my  good  offices  as  my  cousin's 
step-daughter.  I  should  otherwise  have  left  her 
without  the  sponsorship  of  my  good  word,  to 
make  her  own  way  with  the  severe  tribunal 
she  is  rendering  severer. 

I  should  even  make  it  a  point  of  conscience 
to  punish  the  Fauconberg  coterie,  and  more 
especially  la  bellissima  Geralda,  by  absenting 
myself  from  the  house.  But  it  would  ruin  me 
in  Macouba,  or  I  should  have  to  hazard 
steeple-chasing  out  of  season,  to  procure  my- 
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self  a  little  excitement,  were  I  to  dispense  with 
the  viper-broth,  which  forms  the  pain  quotidien 
of  that  amusing  society.  After  a  winter  at 
St.  Petersburg,  I  cannot  possibly  refuse  to 
reward  my  own  virtue  and  bodily  sufferings  by 
some  sHght  consideration  for  my  ghostly  com- 
fort. 

Had  you  been  here,  dear  Countess,  to 
return  to  my  original  proposition,  these  contre- 
temps had  perhaps  been  spared.  I  have  had 
no  auxiliary  whose  aid  I  could  call  in  as  cham- 
ber counsel  to  the  haughty  beauty.  St.  Peters- 
burg is  too  remote  for  the  Baroness's  remon- 
strances not  to  arrive  a  month  too  late ;  and 
to  engage  her  good  offices  would  be  like  send- 
ing for  the  pompiers  from  Bordeaux,  to  extin- 
guish a  fire  in  Paris.  The  old  governess,  of 
whom  I  once  complained  to  you  as  a  family 
nuisance,  and  who  is  established  in  her  pupiFs 
household,  as  a  sort  of  demoiselle  de  compagnie, 
or  secretaire  intime,  or  what  you  think  proper 
that  is  most  private  and  confidential — occurred 
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a  moment  to  my  mind  as  a  channel  of  exhor- 
tation. But  the  Fauconberg  set,  who  knew 
her  well  at  the  Hotel  de  Choisy,  assure  me. 
Mademoiselle  Therese  has  about  as  much  in- 
fluence over  the  conduct  of  her  eleve,  as  the 
brooding  hen  of  the  Jardin  des  Plantes  over 
the  eagles  and  cassowaries,  whose  incubation 
occurred,  '^by    authority,"  under   her   wings. 

Lord  Montagu,  whose  province  it  is  in  the 
Fauconberg  family,  to  embroider  upon  the 
designs  of  Geralda,  declares  that  the  ex-gou- 
vernante  is  required  to  stand,  while  the  Am- 
bassador's wife  dictates  her  correspondance ; 
and  that  she  delivers  the  menu  of  the  maitre 
d^ hotel  every  morning,  on  her  knees.  But  you 
have  some  experience  in  the  mauvaises  plai- 
santeries  of  Montagu ! 

Her  aid,  at  all  events,  was  unavailable.  I 
have,  therefore,  left  the  poor  dear  Princess  to  her 
fate.  No  education  so  perfect  as  that  of  the 
self-educated  ;  and  by  the  time  her  Excellency 
has  been  ten  years  an  Ambassadress,  she  will 
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the  grandeur  of  such  a  throne — nothing  more 
servile  than  the  service  of  all  the  Russias. 
What  matters  it,  after  all,  whether  the  collar  of 
the  serf  be  of  iron  or  gold  ?  — or  the  knout  a  lea- 
thern thong  or  the  flagellation  of  an  Imperial 
reprimand  ? 

Marguerite's  is  the  position,  chere  tante — 
Marguerite's  the  independence  !  I  learn  from 
the  Montagus,  who  have  recently  arrived  from 
England,  that  the  whole  Elvinston  family  are 
enchanted  with  her;  and  that  the  Duke  and 
Duchess  of  Rockingham  were  hurrying  off  to 
the  North,  to  spend  the  grouse-season  with 
their  brother  and  sister. 

According  to  their  report,  about  the  time  the 
Patriarch  is  next  bestowing  his  benediction  on 
the  sturgeon  and  sterliad,  you  are  likely  to  be 
called  upon  for  yours^  in  favour  of  a  great 
grandson  !  Heaven  send  you  a  little  Thane  ! 
I  am  delighted  at  the  very  idea  of  a  kilted 
cousin.     Of  all    the  outlandish  channels  into 
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which  the  blood  of  Vaudreuil  has  diverged, 
that  which  brings  us  into  kinsman  ship  with 
Macbeth  appears  the  most  bewildering.  Je 
recommande  a  tons  les  saints,  les  destinees  de  la 
race  Russo-Gallo-Ecossaise ;  et  vous  baise  tres 
humblement  les  mains. 
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LETTER  XXXVIII. 

FROM  PRINCESS  PRASCOVIA  GALLITZIN  TO 
PRINCESS  GALLITZIN  IN  PARIS. 

Dear  Sister  and  Princess, 

I  have  to  thank  you  for  the  two  charming 
letters  which  have  reached  me  in  the  course  of 
the  last  six  months ;  the  first,  announcing  your 
safe  arrival  in  Paris ;  the  second,  your  arrival 
at  the  conclusion,  that  it  is  the  most  charming 
city  in  the  world.  I  have  allowed  a  long  inter- 
val to  elapse,  previous  to  the  expression  of  my 
hopes  that  the  lapse  of  another  half  year  may 
dispose  you  to  confirm  your  verdict. 

My  brother,  you  assure  me,  has  been  re- 
ceived with  higher  honours  than  were  ever 
before  conceded  to  a  Russian  Ambassador; 
yourself,  welcomed  with  greater  favour  than 
is    usually    shown  in  Paris   to    a    woman   of 
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ex-Parisian  extraction.  I  live  very  much  out 
of  the  world;  partly  because  the  world  despises 
me  as  crooked,  mean,  and  old — partly  because 
I  despise  it  for  the  self-same  reasons. 
Nevertheless,  even  into  my  Diogenes^  tub,  there 
penetrate  sufficient  rumours  of  the  vulgar 
stir  without,  to  have  inspired  me  with  a  notion 
that  the  place  of  every  ambassador  of  every 
great  nation,  is  as  accurately  marked  at  court 
as  the  places  of  the  stars  in  their  spheres,  or 
the  pieces  on  a  chess-board ;  and  that  the 
more  or  less  of  favour,  any  increase  or  decrease 
of  which  might  produce  an  international  war, 
is  never  subjected  to  the  sliding  scale  of  regal 
caprice. 

Still  more  am  I  surprised  to  find  you  assert 
that  the  Parisians  are  nationally  prejudiced.  I 
have  always  heard  that  the  thing  they  liked 
best,  after  newspapers  and  cafe  noir,  was  a 
foreigner.  I  recollect  hearing  that  they  named 
streets  after  les  Osages,  and  went  mad  for  the 
giraffe.     You,  who  are  on  the  spot,  ought  to 
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know  best.      Experience  is,  according  to   an 
impertinent  proverb,  a  very  universal  teacher. 

Forgive  me,  therefore,  dear  Princess  and 
sister,  if,  in  the  greatness  of  my  surprise  at 
finding  there  are  new  things  under  the  sun,  I 
have  left  your  letters  so  long  unanswered.  I 
waited  to  write  till  I  had  something  to  say — a 
consideration  which,  luckily  for  the  revenues 
of  the  post  office,  forms  a  rare  obstacle  to  female 
correspondence. 

By  something  to  say,  I  do  not  mean  some-' 
thing  agreeable.  I  should  be  sorry  to  do  so 
banal  a  thing  as  send  caviar  to  Riga;  and 
since  you  are,  by  the  grace  of  God,  young  and 
pretty,  and  by  the  grace  of  Nicholas  I.,  an  Am- 
bassador's Wife,  I  cannot  doubt  that  nine  out 
of  every  ten  letters  you  open,  contain  empty 
compliments.  For  my  part,  I  hold  nothing 
to  be  a  compliment  worth  postage,  that  has 
not  at  least  half  a  grain  of  corn  in  the 
chaff. 

To  adopt  the  language  of  the   country   of 
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which  you  appear  to  be  so  readily  adopting 
the  sentiments,  understand  that  my  something, 
dear  Princess  and  sister,  will  be  a  pillule  de 
sanUy  not  a  bonbon.  Excuse  my  plain  speak- 
ing; but  it  is  my  worse  fortune,  that  in  all 
things,  nature  has  made  me  plain. 

You  may  remember  being  assured  by  Prin- 
cess W- and  a  variety  of  other  persons  in 

St.  Petersburg,  (I  never  heard  that  they  had 
so  instructed  you,  but  form  my  deductions 
from  their  characters  and  dispositions),  that 
my  object  in  recommending  Marguerite  Erloff 
as  a  wife  to  my  brother,  was  to  secure  for 
Sergius  a  wife  whose  family  interest  with  the 
Emperor  was  equal  to  our  own. 

Being  pretty  well  aware  that  the  name  of 
ErlofF  is  about  as  acceptable  to  the  Tzar  as 
that  of  Trubetskoi,  or  Czartoriski,  the  motive 
of  my  recommendation  was  of  a  wholly  diffe- 
rent nature.  Marguerite  was  the  daughter  of 
my  brother's  noblest  friend,  and  the  daughter 
of  a  termagant.     I  had,  therefore,  as  little  doubt 
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that  she  had  honourable  blood  in  her  veins,  as 
that  she  had  suffered  persecution  and  learned 
mercy. 

Banished  in  my  own  person  from  even  the 
frontiers  of  the  matrimonial  estate,  I  have  had- 
no  occasion  to  create  a  liberal  standard  for  the 
rights  of  a  double  woman ;  and  consequently 
adhere  to  the  patriarchal  opinion  that  a  man's 
wife  is  his  hand-maid ;  and  that  to  do  honour 
to  her  vocation,  she  must  do  implicitly  as  she 
is  bid.  "  Wives,  obey  your  husbands — sub-  • 
jects,  obey  your  Tzar  !'^  constitute  my  two  pre- 
cepts for  the  good  government  of  the  world ; — 
for  the  world,  reading  Russia  ; — to  me  there  is 
no  world  elsewhere. 

I  was  consequestly  surprised  to  find  myself 
accused  by  the  hundred  tongues  of  rumour, 
ninety-nine  of  which  are  lying  ones,  of  having 
promoted  his  sudden  preference  for  a  daughter 
of  the  German  envoy  to  whom  the  widow  of 
General  ErlofF  had  re-united  herself  5  a  young 
lady    richer    in   beauty,  in   accomplishments, 
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in  learning,  than  the  gentle  Marguerite,  and 
twenty  times  more  richly  endowed  in  point  of 
fortune. 

I  had  about  as  much  to  do  with  the  marriage, 
as  the  bronze  statue  of  the  Emperor  Alexander, 
or  its  pedestal  of  rock.  It  was  no  affair  of 
mine.  Sergius,  with  half  a  century's  experience, 
was  his  own  master.  I  had  only  to  submit ; 
and  after  resigning  oneself  to  be  ugly  and 
to  grow  old,  one  learns  to  be  patient  under 
any  visitation. 

Generous  souls,  however,  revolt  against  the 
sense  of  obligation ;  and  I  could  not,  in  an 
instant,  forget  how  deeply  1  was  indebted  to 
Mademoiselle  von  Rehfeld  for  some  of  the 
most  painful  moments  of  my  life ; — when, 
visiting  the  Hotel  of  the  Legation  for  the 
purpose  of  accustoming  her  whom  I  was  eager 
to  call  sister,  to  the  sight  of  my  infirmities, 
I  found  myself  an  object  of  indecent  mockery 
to  the  daughter  of  the  house  ;  as  well  as  to  the 
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young  French  fop,  who  was  amusing  her  at 
my  expence,  and  himself  at  hers. 

It  was  not  the  province  of  a  crooked  younger 
sister,  grateful  to  him  for  never  having  enforced 
her  retirement  into  a  convent,  to  harass  my 
brother  with  unavailing  remonstrances  on  his 
inconsistency.  Moreover  as,  on  the  very  day, 
he  announced  his  marriage  to  me,  I  had  the 
satisfaction  of  seeing  the  Izaak's  Bridge  oppo- 
site my  windows,  which  had  been  constructed 
in  the  morning,  pulled  to  pieces  again  at  night* 
on  the  refreezing  of  the  river,  with  the  prospect 
of  reconstruction  on  the  morrow,  there  seemed 
every  probability  that  the  equally  variable 
temperature  of  human  will,  might  equally  in- 
sure the  rupture  of  the  marriage. 

In  this,  however,  I  was  mistaken.  The  Em- 
peror interposed  with  his  approval ;  and  from 
that  moment,  as  in  loyalty  bound,  the  baro- 
meter established  itself  at  "  fair,^'  Thence- 
forward,   my  father's   daughter   had   only  to 


60  THE    ambassador's    WIFE. 

submit  to  the  resolution  taken  by  her  father's 
son. 

That  I  resigned  myself  with  apparent  cheer- 
fulness, do  my  father's  daughter  the  justice  to 
remember  !  From  the  moment  you  were  des- 
tined to  bear  the  same  name  with  Prascovia 
Gallitzin,  you  became  an  object  of  respect  to 
her.  I  trust  I  omitted  no  act  of  grace  calcu- 
lated to  make  your  entrance  into  our  family 
as  smooth  as  the  descent  of  an  ice-hill.  To 
have  rendered  my  brother's  bride  uneasy, 
would  have  been  to  render  my  brother's  sister 
ridiculous, — an  effort  which  nature  has  gene* 
rously  taken  off  my  hands. 

I  was  not  sorry,  however,  that  the  marriage 
of  Marguerite  Erloff  with  a  foreign  Crsesus, 
was  fated  to  relieve  my  eyes  from  a  permanent 
memento  of  my  disappointments ;  and  had 
all  the  less  difficulty  in  assuming  a  merry  coun- 
tenance on  your  wedding  day. 

I  admit  that  it  was  the  greatest  relief  to  me, 
dear  Princess  and  sister, — again  to  borrow  the 
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flattering  formula  of  your  address, — the  very 
greatest  relief  to  witness  the  departure  of  both. 
I  had  no  wish  to  find  a  scoffer  under  my  hum- 
ble roof.  In  my  early  youth,  when  the  arch- 
scorner  of  scornful  France  visited  our  great 
Catherine,  (whom  he  flattered  into  littleness,) 
I  remember  hearing  my  father  assert  that 
"  mockery  was  the  wit  of  hell.^^  Excuse  my 
plain-speaking.  As  I  said  before,  it  has 
pleased  heaven  to  make  me  plain. 

Accept  this  apothegm  by  the  way,  as  the 
half  grain  of  corn  I  promised  you  in  my  chaff. 
But  you,  who  are  a  learned  lady,  and  have 
Plato  at  your  finger's  ends,  will  perhaps  care 
little  for  such  homely  wisdom. 

No  sooner  had  you  quitted  St.  Petersburg^ 
than  I  took  my  departure  for  Moscow.  It  was 
a  pleasant  journey.  To  exchange  the  work 
of  man's  hands  for  the  works  of  those  of  his 
maker)  is  always  to  ascend  a  degree  higher 
in  the  scale  of  enjoyment.  But  never  had  I 
felt  it  so  delicious! y  as  in  laying  aside,  on  this 
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occasion,  the  gauds  and  glare  of  courtly  finery 
so  unmeet  for  me,  for  hodden  gray, — and  ex- 
changing the  feverish  atmosphere  of  half  a 
million  of  breaths,  for  the  breath  of  nature. 
I  have  often  watched  the  lilacs  bloom,  and 
listened  with  an  ear  all  eagerness  for  the  first 
nightingale.  I  never  enjoyed  their  united  en- 
chantments so  exquisitely  as  this  season.  It 
needed  all  the  purity  of  such  pleasures  to  take 
out  of  my  mouth  the  nauseous  taste  of  world- 
liness  I  had  been  imbibing. 

At  Moscow,  the  first  person  presented  to 
me  in  society,  was  a  kinsman  of  your  own. 
I  had  recently  heard  so  much  of  the  name  of 
Rehfeld,  that,  perhaps,  some  newer  one  might 
have  been  more  acceptable.  But  I  could  not 
forbear  being  gracious,  and  answering  his 
questions;  for  his  object  in  seeking  my  ac- 
quaintance, was  to  talk  of  Marguerite — to 
deplore  her  loss — and  above  all,  to  explain  to 
me,  (what  the  parties  themselves  had  cautious- 
ly concealed),  that  it  was  an  explanation  of 
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Wilhelm  von  Rehfeld  with  my  brother,  which 
first  intimated  to  Sergius  his  Httle  Ukehhood 
of  ever  obtaining  an  influence  over  her  affec- 
tions. 

He  is  a  very  candid,  a  very  frank  young 
man,  that  cousin  of  yours  ; — and  it  is  well  he 
has  some  recommendable  quality ;  for  of  all 
those  which  render  a  man  most  insupportable, 
commend  me  to  the  enthusiasm  of  a  feeble 
mind — the  exaggeration  of  a  servile  character — 
the  exultation  of  a  low  soul,  which  his  manner ' 
betrayed.  But  his  ingenuousness  atoned  for 
all.  I  was  desirous  of  becoming  better  ac- 
quainted with  my  dear  Princess  and  sister; 
and  he  fully  introduced  her  to  my  knowledge. 
He  painted  her  as  a  lovely  child — a  beautiful 
girl.  He  painted  her  as  the  charge  of  the 
fond  Sara — the  anxious  Pastor — the  zealous 
Therese ; — as  loved  by  her  father  and  adored 
by  her  father's  people.  He  painted  her  hke  a 
fair  tree  planted  by  the  river  side,  on  which 
the  sun  loved  to  shine,  and  the  dews  of  Hea- 
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ven  to  fall.  I  appeal  to  yourself,  fair  sister, 
for  a  supplemental  account  of  the  blossoms 
expanding,  and  the  fruits  of  gratitude,  godli- 
ness, purity,  and  worth,  brought  forth  in  due 
season  by  this  tree  of  blessedness,  to  do  honour 
to  its  native  soil !  With  all  this  I  know  not 
why  I  weary  you; — for  the  sentiments  of  a 
dwarfish  sister  in  law,  are  as  little  worth 
writing  as  reading.  But  I  wish  to  account  to 
you  for  the  surpassing  interest  with  which 
your  welfare  has  inspired  me. 

I  have  many  important  correspondants 
in  St.  Petersburg  ; — of  whom  it  is  my 
first  object  to  inquire  to  what  degree  the 
fine  flourishes  I  have  been  making  among  the 
various  branches  of  our  ancient  house  con* 
cerning  the  happiness  and  prosperity  of  my 
brother,  are  mere  arabesque.  I  repeat  only, 
indeed,  a  fifth  part  of  what  you  write  me  of 
his  success,  and  good  renown  at  the  Court 
of  France ;  yet  1  find  that  I  have  still  said  five 
times  too  much.     Grant  your  gracious  atten- 
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tion  to  what  has  been  flung  in  my  teeth  in 
return. 

Learn  that  Madame  la  Baronne  von  Reh- 
feld,  has  fallen  still  lower  in  the  estimation  of 
the  Emperor  of  Russia,  than  Madame  la 
Comtesse  Erloff;  and  the  grand  Duchess 
Helena,  is  said  to  have  whispered  to  Princess 
W.  "  Who  is  to  rely  upon  uncommon  fame  ? 
Who  to  trust  to  appearances  ?  The  clearest 
eye,  the  shrewdest  ear — even  those  of  the 
Emperor — may  be  deceived  !  That  lovely  wife 
of  Sergius  Gallitzin  is  a  mere  implement  in 
the  hands  of  her  mother-in-law.  Nothing  can 
be  more  vexatious  than  our  news  from  Paris." 

I  leave  you,  dear  sister  and  Princess,  to 
make  your  profit  of  this  information.  Perhaps 
you  may  possess  a  key  to  the  hieroglyphics. 
For  my  part,  who  am  not  of  the  court,  I  am 
a  poor  interpreter.  To  me  a  crocodile,  is 
always  a  crocodile,  and  a  triangle,  a  triangle. 
You  can  probably  decipher  the  mystery  of 
mysteries  ;  and  I  leave  you  to  your  studies. 
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LETTER  XXXIX. 

FROM  VISCOUNTESS  ELVINSTON,  ELVINSTON 
CASTLE,   TO    PRINCESS  GALLITZIN  IN    PARIS. 

How  kind  of  you,  dearest  Ida,  how  very 
kind,  to  persist  in  your  visits  to  my  poor 
sisterhood  and  obtain  their  renewed  prayers 
for  my  health  and  happiness  !  Good  souls  ! 
they  must  indeed  be  favourites  of  Heaven ; 
for  never  did  intercessions  so  prosper.  A 
week's  consideration,  would  scarcely  enable 
me  to  find  a  gratifiable  wish  unfulfilled. 

For  even  my  desire  of  seeing  you  again,  is 
not  a  wish  ungratified ;  since  we  could  not 
meet  without  the  sacrifice  on  your  part  of  your 
gay  Paris,  for  this  secluded  place  ;  or  on  mine, 
of  this  dear  spot,  for  your  noisy,  gadding, 
troublesome  Paris  !  I  am  content,  therefore, 
dearest,  to  meet  you  by  letter; — every  way, 
every  way  content. 
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My  cousin  Alfred^s  intelligence  was  cor- 
rect, though  I  can  by  no  means  imagine 
how  he  obtained  it.  A  few  weeks  after  Christ- 
mas, when  you  are  in  the  gayest  of  your  court 
fetes  of  the  carnival,  entreat  once  more  the 
prayers  of  my  poor  old  convent,  that  I  may 
become  a  happy  mother.  It  is  the  only 
blessing  left  for  Heaven  to  lavish  upon  my 
head. 

We  have  been  spending  the  whole  autumn 
at  this  place,  and  the  most  delightful  autumn 
you  can  imagine.  Elvinston's  four  sisters 
have  been  united,  for  the  first  time  since  child- 
hood, under  his  roof — they,  and  their  hus- 
bands, and  their  children  5 — all  loving  and 
encouraging  me  with  their  kindness,  till  I 
soon  ceased  to  consider  myself  a  stranger. 
The  richest  heiress,  or  proudest  lady  of  their 
own  land,  could  not  have  been  more  fondly 
welcomed  to  their  heart,  than  the  portionless 
Marguerite  ErlofF. 

Ida,  I  know  I  am  weak  and  undiscerning  ! — 


I  was  never  praised  for  proficiency,  either  by  my 
kinsmen  or  my  preceptors.  But  tell  me  how 
it  could  possibly  be  that  you,  who  are  so  acute 
of  mind,  were  ever  betrayed  into  the  blunder 
of  deciding  Lord  Elvinston^s  disposition  to 
be  reserved,  or  his  nature  severe  and  solemn  ? 
1  never  saw  such  a  boy — I  never  saw  such  a 
warm-hearted  creature  !  You  should  see  him 
among  his  little  nephews  and  nieces; — you 
should  see  him  among  his  tenants  ; — you  should 
see  him  in  his  own  home,  by  his  own  fire- 
side, stimulating  the  enjoyments  of  others 
by  his  never  flagging,  yet  never  importunate 
mirth. 

But  I  shall  weary  you,  Ida,  by  talking  of  all 
this  ! — I  remember  hearing  you  say  at  St. 
Petersburg,  one  night  on  quitting  the  formal 
circle  of  the  grand  Chamberlain,  that  for  worlds 
you  would  not  be  released  from  the  pale  of 
etiquette ;  and  that  you  found  all  society 
unsatisfactory  in  which  every  person's  place 
was  not  marked  out  by  V Almanack  de  la  Cour  ! 


THE    ambassador's   WIFE.  69 

How  you  would  despise,  therefore,  our  con- 
tempt of  ceremony  !  Yet  in  all  respects,  ex- 
cepting such  petty  observances,  Elvinston 
Castle  might  pass  for  a  regal  household.  The 
old  mansion,  situated  on  a  fine  rock  with 
magnificent  terraces  fronting  the  river,  and  a 
drawbridge  and  ancient  gateway  in  the  rear, 
seems  to  require  only  sentries  at  the  gate,  to  be 
a  seat  of  government.  In  the  olden  time,  when 
the  ancestors  from  whom  my  husband  inherits 
this  Baronial  property,  were  sometimes  regents 
of  the  kingdom,  always  akin  to  the  throne, 
it  really  enjoyed  such  distinctions ;  and  the 
venerable  keep  with  its  bartizans  and  meur- 
trieres,  looks  as  if  it  had  more  than  once 
held  its  own  against  disloyal  enemies  of  the 
crown. 

Do  you  remember,  Ida,  how  I  used  to 
delight  in  the  quaint  antiquity  of  Rehfeld, 
even  unconnected  as  it  was  with  the  wider 
page  of  history  ?  To  me,  the  romance  of  the 
past    has  always    possessed   an    overweening 
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interest: — probably  through  some  of  those 
vague  instincts  of  our  nature,  which  seem 
existent  there  expressly  to  connect  it  with  the 
destinies  prepared  for  us  by  the  hand  of  the 
Almighty. 

Judge,  therefore,  of  my  present  happiness  ! 
Judge  of  my  delight  in  first  hailing  from  afar, 
the  old  gray  turrets  of  this  noble  castle ;  over- 
looking an  intervening  valley,  all  beauty  and 
fertility,  like  a  sovereign  surveying  the  subjects 
under  his  stern,  yet  beneficent  guard.  For  a 
moment,  I  was  over-awed.  I  fancied  that,  in 
such  a  place,  life  must  assume  a  grander, 
and  therefore  graver  aspect.  I  prepared  myself 
for  solemnity,  and  all  the  gloomy  ceremony  of 
state. 

Yet,  trust  me,  within  these  fine  old  walls, 
the  comfortable  has  even  a  cozier  existence 
than  in  your  choicest  boudoirs  of  Paris:  as 
though  ensconced  within  flank  of  towers  and 
turrets,  the  better  to  secure  its  independence 
of  ease.     Nay,  the  fine  suites   of  apartments 
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overlooking  the  river,  which  from  the  elevation 
of  the  noble  rock  on  which  the  castle  is 
founded,  require  no  protection  from  the  cir- 
cumvallations  of  art,  are  the  most  cheerful 
and  sunny  in  the  world.  One  seems  to  look 
down  on  nature  (and  never  was  her  face  more 
fair  than  in  our  lovely  valley,)  as  from  a  station 
midway  between  earth  and  heaven,  forl^idding 
us  to  attach  ourselves  too  earnestly  to  the 
things  of  this  world  ;  or,  through  selfish  covet- 
ousness  of  pleasures  beyond,  lose  sight  of  the 
mighty  measure  of  enjoyment  conceded  by 
providence  to  our  passing  day. 

At  first  sight,  the  castle  appears  exclusively 
adapted  to  warlike  defence — to  the  habitation  of 
men  at  arms — or  at  best,  to  the  dull  turret- 
chamber  life  of  tapestry  of  some  chatelaine  of 
the  olden  time.  It  was  not  till  I  was  in- 
stalled in  the  delicious  apartments  commanding 
the  valley,  the  scene  of  my  husband's  happy 
youth  and  his  mother's  favourite  retreat,  that 
I  became  aware   of  all   the  cheerfulness  and 
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homely  privacy  which  may  be  united  with  a  life 
of  grandeur. 

Poor  Therese  used  sometimes  to  complain  of 
the  dulness  of  Rehfeld ;  you,  invariably.  To 
me,  it  never  appeared  dull.  Surveying  the  old 
Schloss  through  the  eyes  of  my  heart,  I  peopled 
it  with  such  visions  as  beset  the  souls  of  those 
who,  in  early  life,  are  compelled  by  care 
without,  to  seek  solace  within.  How  much 
more  this  place,  which  I  enjoy  with  the  whole 
force  of  a  heart  complete  in  its  affections  ;  as 
well  as  with  the  enthusiasm  of  a  mind,  still 
childish  enough  to  conjure  immaterial  joy  out 
of  things  material! — 

With  Elvinston's  sisters,  I  often  visit,  during 
the  deer-stalking  expeditions  of  our  husbands, 
the  fine  environs  of  this  place,  which  abound 
in  historical  associations.  Legends  of  the 
Bruce  and  Wallace  connect  themselves  with 
its  scenery;  nay,  legends  of  warriors  and 
wizards,  who  were  legendary  beings  in  the  time 
of  William  Wallace  and  Robert  Bruce.     But 
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the  spot  most  fertile  to  me  in  interests  of 
various  kinds,  is  a  suite  of  rooms  in  the  old 
keep,  inhabited  by  Mary  Stuart,  the  so-faulty, 
yet  so  fault- effacing  Mary, — as  a  temporary 
refuge  under  the  guardianship  of  one  of  the 
proudest  of  her  subjects,  whom  she  found  a 
gaoler,  and  left  a  lover.  I  could  fill  a  larger 
space  than  you  would  have  leisure  to  do  more 
than  cast  your  eye  over  unheeding,  with 
the  tale  of  that  deep  and  disastrous  passion ; 
one  of  the  innumerable  episodes  in  the  life 
of  an  unfortunate  Queen,  who  seems  to  stand 
in  history,  a  perpetual  example  of  the  incom- 
patibility of  youth  and  beauty,  with  the  sober 
dignities  of  a  throne. 

Elvinston  and  his  sisters  are  almost  grateful 
to  me  for  my  enthusiasm;  and  seem  to  love  me 
the  better  for  loving  their  noble  home.  Why 
the  veriest  stranger  passing  in  the  distance, 
salutes  it  with  reverence  !  The  artist  wanders 
hither  from  the  south,  —  nay,  from  foreign 
countries,  to  make  its  stern  features  and  smiling 
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landscapes  his  own ; — and  many  a  distant 
mansion  is  brightened  by  the  mere  portraiture 
of  its  stately  features.  How  much  rather  I, 
— to  whom  it  is  endeared,  by  thoughts  of  all 
that  is  holy  in  homeship, — all  that  is  loveable 
in  love ; — by  its  connection  with  those,  whose 
wisdom  and  goodness  laid  the  foundations 
of  the  honours  to  be  held  in  the  land  by 
children  who  will  be  mine  and  his ; — mine,  so 
unworthy  of  this  favoured  existence — his,  who 
came  to  seek  me  out  at  the  extremity  of  the 
earth,  and  snatch  me  from  a  life  of  care  to  a 
life  of  prosperity  and  peace  ! 

But  how  I  ramble  on  !  How  selfish  is  hap- 
piness as  more  selfish  than  sorrow,  so  often 
upbraided  with  the  fault !  Yet  mine  is  not 
wholly  selfish,  dearest  Ida ;  for  heaven  knows, 
I  would  fain  have  you  share  my  unexampled 
fehcity ;  though  in  my  troubles,  I  never  wished 
to  divide  with  you  the  burthen  of  my  cares  ! — 

You  talk  to  me  in  your  letters  of  my  ^^  petti- 
coated   Highlanders."     You   must  go  further 
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than  Elvinston  Castle,  ignorant  sister,  and  fare 
worse,  to  make  their  acquaintance  !  We  wear 
the  plaid,  but  we  wear  the  trews.  There  was  a 
grand  gathering  of  the  tenants,  (will  it  sound 
better  in  your  ears  if  I  call  them  vassals  ?) — the 
other  day,  in  the  grand  old  gothic  hall  of  the 
Castle.  You  can  imagine  nothing  more  joyous 
or  more  patriarchial ! 

Towards  evening,  the  pipers  were  called  in  ; 
and  for  the  first  time,  1  beheld  a  dance, 
compared  with  which  the  grotesque  wildness 
of  our  mazurk  is  tame.  Elvinston's  sisters 
and  even  their  brother, — (usually  so  averse  to 
dancing — but  what  Scotsman,  he  says,  can 
resist  a  reel  ?) — ^joined  in  the  diversion.  At 
first,  some  of  the  old  clansmen  seemed  to  take 
it  to  heart,  that  their  "bonnie  wee  leddie,^' 
as  they  qualify  my  insignificance,  did  not 
make  a  poor  attempt  at  their  national  pas- 
time. But  when  they  learned  why  dancing 
was  forbidden  me,  Ida,  they  raised  such  a 
cheer  of  joy,  as  I,  who  so  hate  noise,  felt  to 
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be  the  most  stirring  music  that  ever  reached 
my  ear ! 

One  fine  old  man,  with  grey  hair  and  reve- 
rend aspect,  instantly  insisted  upon  shaking 
hands  with  me ;  and  there  were  tears  on  his 
cheeks  as  he  did  so.  It  would  be  the  sixth 
generation,  he  said,  he  should  have  seen  of  the 
family.  I  fancied  that  Elvinston  was  as  much 
moved  as  himself.  I  am  not  sure.  Hating, 
as  he  does,  to  make  a  parade  of  his  feelings,  it 
was  only  because  he  turned  away  so  abruptly 
that  I  fancied  there  were  tears  in  his  eyes. 

Winter  is  now  setting  in ;  and  it  is  the  first 
time  I  ever  saw  the  leaves  fall,  or  heard  the 
storms  arise,  except  in  the  shelter  of  a  city.  I 
know  not  why,  but  the  season  appears  to  me 
less  cheerless  in  the  country.  Whatever  sun- 
shine comes,  we  are  prepared  to  enjoy;  and  I 
have  adopted  the  Russian  fashion  of  converting 
a  corner  of  our  drawing-room  into  a  bower,  by 
bringing  in  choice  trees  from  the  splendid 
conservatories  erected  on  one  of  the  southern 
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terraces.  By  careful  attention  to  the  renewal 
of  these,  summer  is  still  within,  though  winter 
growls  without. 

I  would  not  quit  the  castle  now,  for  the 
world.  This  is  the  favourite  season  for  coun- 
try hospitality.  Our  neighbours  expect  to  be 
entertained  ;  and  Elvinston  is  a  member  of  an 
ancient  hunt  here,  which  derives  its  chief 
popularity  from  the  influence  of  a  few  noble 
patrons.  The  Castle  is  always  full, — that  is 
almost  always ;  and  the  private,  happy,  fire- 
side days,  niched  in  between  these  festive  hos- 
pitalities, are  the  happiest  holidays  you  can 
imagine.  I  had  not  thought  there  could  be 
such  happy  days,  when  still  tied  down  to  the 
monotonous  publicity  of  a  court.  Yet  all  the 
time  we  were  enduring  these  tedious  fetes  in 
St.  Petersburg,  Ida,  Elvinston  Castle  was 
standing  where  it  stands,  shone  upon  by  the 
sun — revered  by  the  people — waiting  for  peo- 
ple to  be  happy  in  it ! — 'Thank  heaven  it  had 
not  to  wait  long  ! 


78 

That  purpose  is  at  least  accomplished.  The 
blessing  of  domestic  peace  is  upon  our  roof ; 
and  beneath  it,  sounds  of  music, — sounds  of 
comfort — the  laugh  of  young  children — the 
whisper  of  loving  hearts. — May  God  have 
mercy  upon  us,  and  not  adjudge  such  happi- 
ness too  great  to  last ! — 
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LETTER  XL. 

FROM  THE  COUNT  ALFRED  DE  VAUDREUIL 
IN  PARIS,  TO  COUNT  ERLOFF  AT  MOSCOW, 

I  congratulate  you  on  your  philosophy,  un- 
gentle coz  ! — I  perfectly  agree  with  you,  that 
next  to  loving  a  woman  to  madness,  the  great- 
est rapture  on  earth  is  hating  her  to  madness ; 
even  as  the  witty  English  statesman  expounded, 
that  next  to  the  enjoyment  of  winning  at 
Hazard,  his  greatest  pleasure  was  in  losing. 

I  conclude,  from  the  contents  of  your  last 
letter,  that  your  furor  brevis,  under  the  influ- 
ence of  a  passion  even  briefer  and  more  fu- 
rious than  anger,  was  far  more  furious  than 
my  own ;  for  so  far  from  taking  refuge 
from  my  fancy  for  the  Lily  of  Rehfeld,  in 
detestation  of  the  Ambassador's  Wife,  I  find 
Princess  Gallitzin  a  very  pleasant  acquaintance. 


In  common  with  all  the  rest,  or  in^arly  all  the 
rest  of  Paris,  I  think  her  charming. 

For  the  graces  of  wit  and  manner  so  often 
met  with  here,  become  unquestionably  more 
graceful  and  wittier,  in  combination  with  those 
personal  charms  in  which  the  Helens  of  our 
Paris  are  so  often  deficient.  Among  our 
ugly  beauties,  the  fair  Ida  appears  almost  a 
divinity ! 

One  is  always  afraid,  when  the  woman  of 
one's  fancy  becomes  the  wife  of  some  other 
man's  heart,  lest  she  should  sink  into  domes- 
ticity, and  disgust  one  with  her  dowdiness. 
But  the  Princess  is  grown  a  thousand  times 
more  worldly  and  coquettish,  in  the  state 
which  is  supposed  to  entail  the  calamity  of 
domestic  happiness.  .  If  an  angel  before,  she 
has  put  forth  an  additional  pair  of  wings — 
wings  not  too  angelic,  hien  entendu — but  such 
as  might  grace  the  ateliers  of  Madame  Xavier, 
or  Monsieur  Herbault — of  oiseaux  de  paradis, 
or  marabouts. 
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You  have  often  heard  me  assert^  as  one  of 
my  few  moral  principles,  dear  Leek,  the  axiom 
of  "  soyons  de  notre  pays  /" — Paris  is  my  '^pays," 
I  was  born,  and  would  fain  die  here ;  for  I  am 
Parisian  to  the  heart's  core.  Now,  your  true 
Parisian  is  inevitably  a  worshipper  of  fashion. 
Here,  la  mode  is,  as  it  were,  the  soul  of  patriot- 
ism. Madame  la  Princesse  Gallitzin  isfurieuse- 
ment  a  la  mode — I,  a  furious  patriot ;  ergo — 
but  I  leave  the  logical  conclusion  to  yourself. 

I  say  again,  fqrieusement  a  la  mode  ;  and 
what  a  triumph  for  a  little  provincial  like  the 
Lily,  whose  polishing-mill  was  St.  Petersburg ! 
It  cannot  last — I  am  satisfied  that  it  will  not 
last.  But  this  is  the  very  essence  of  the 
triumph;  for  is  not  "/a  mode''  always  ^' passa- 
gere  ?" 

When  out  of  fashion,  I  do  not  pretend  that  I 
shall  discover  in  her  society  all  the  attraction  I 
find  to-day.  I  do  not  pretend  to  admire  a 
flower  when  out  of  bloom,  or  a  fruit  when 
withered  -,  or  to  adore  an  idol  whose  worship  is 
•  E  3 
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abjured.  On  the  contrary,  the  block  of  wood 
or  stone  becomes  all  the  more  stony  and 
wooden,  that  one  ever  mistook  it  for  a  divinity. 
At  present,  however,  the  idol  is  radiant  in  its 
shrine ','-'^' au  jour,  lejourP' 

Our  fetes  of  the  Carnival  have  begun ;  and 
let  me  tell  you  that  it  is  no  trifling  distinction 
to  be  so  connected  by  ties  of  kinsmanship  or 
marriage  with  a  popular  ambassadress,  as  to  be 
considered  her  privileged  cavalier.  There  is  to 
be  a  charming  ball  next  week  at  the  Pavilion 
Marsan ;  and  Princess  Gallitzin,  vdiose  visit 
to  Rosny  and  residence  at  8t.  Cloud  in  the 
autumn,  have  placed  her  on  a  more  intimate 
footing  with  the  "  illustre  famille^'  than  the 
three  other  ambassadresses,  will  be,  doubtless, 
the  belle  of  the  night.  While  Marguerite  is 
enjoying  the  pains  and  perils  of  maternity,  Ida 
will  be  fluttering  in  a  royal  ball-room. — Each 
to  her  vocation  !  Gallitzin,  who  has  no  patri- 
monial estate,  appears  little  ambitious  of  the 
burthen  of  a  family ;  while  as  to  his  wife,  I 
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have  often  heard  her  cite  your  sister's  passion 
for  children  as  the  most  unaccountable  prefer- 
ence in  the  world.  Ida  was  clearly  not  meant 
to  be  a  mother.  She  was  made  for  an  Ambas- 
sador's Wife !  For  once,  the  race  is  to  the 
swift,  and  the  battle  to  the  strong. 

By  the  way,  there  is  a  terrible  tug  of  war 
here,  between  a  certain  cUque  of  English 
people,  among  whom,  till  Ida's  arrival,  I  spent 
the  greater  portion  of  my  time,  and  the  Am- 
bassade  de  Russie.  The  Embassy,  as  you  may 
suppose,  has  the  best  of  it ;  having  on  its 
side,  precedence,  youth,  beauty,  and  Alfred  de 
Vaudreuil.  But  our  antagonists  make  a  good 
fight.  They  possess  in  society  the  powerful 
advantage  of  priority.  They  have  been  esta- 
bhshed  here  for  years;  giving  dinners  to  their 
friends,  and  pain  to  their  foes ;  and  between 
love  and  fear,  have  assembled  an  important 
force  of  auxiharies.  There  is  a  clever  man  in 
the  family,  and  a  handsome  woman;  a  man 
who  sticks  at  nothing  in  the  way  oi  plats  ant  erie 
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or  mauvaise  plaisanterie ;  and  your  wicked  wit, 
who  boasts  of  a  good  cook,  is,  in  my  opinion, 
the  most  powerful  of  social  influences. 

Lord  Montagu  is  a  charming  person, — the 
most  amusing  in  the  world.  But  for  the  still 
more  charming  origin  of  our  antagonistical  po- 
sition, I  could  scarcely  bear  to  renounce  his 
friendship.  But  Princess  Gallitzin  will  not 
hear  of  him.  He  is  the  brother-in-law  of 
Geralda  Fauconberg,  and  that  is  enough. 

Last  summer,  while  still  in  the  first  blush 
of  her  popularity,  when  the  mob  all  but 
cheered  her  for  her  beauty  and  the  coteries 
were  disposed  to  strike  a  medal  in  her 
honour  —  Princess  GalUtzin  seemed  half  in- 
clined to  retaliate  upon  me  the  inexpediency 
I  discovered  at  St  Petersburg  of  enclosing 
myself  within  the  charmed  but  not  exclusively 
charming  circle  of  a  petty  legation,  when  all 
the  diplomatic  houses  and  pleasant  societies 
of  the  place  were  extending  their  arms  to 
embrace  me. 


Do  you  remember,  dear  Leek,  how  she  re- 
sented our  renouncing  her  father's  humdrum 
soirees,  for  the  f^tes  of  Madame  Belozelsky, 
or    the    fascinating   escapades    of  the    pubUc 
balls?  You  fancied,  that  it  was  with  your  extra- 
vagant demonstrations  of  admiration  she   did 
not  choose  to  dispense.  My  dear  fellow  !  before 
you  arrived,  she  was  equally  exigeante !  I  say 
no  more ;    but  you  will  readily  imagine  that 
she  was  not  indisposed  to  accept  an  opportunitj 
of  turning  the  tables  upon  my  former  barbarity. 
She  would  perhaps  have  done  so,  but  for  her 
discovery    of    my    overweening    influence    in 
society  here;  and  of  the  necessity  entailed  upon 
every  married    woman,    (more  especially   one 
whose  lord  has  official  duties  which  engross  his 
time  and  attention,)  to  retain  in  society  a  most 
obedient  humble  servant  to  call  her  carriage 
and  take  up  her  defence  in  all  companies ;  some- 
what less  menial   than  a  chasseur,  somewhat 
less   professional  than   an   avoue — a   cavaliere 
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servente  in  all  particulars,  save  pretensions  to 
her  smiles  of  a  nature  injurious  to  her  reputa- 
tion. 

In  my  opinion,  she  was  very  wise  to 
adopt  one  so  attached  to  her  interests  by  the 
ties  of  family  connection  as  myself.  Should  you 
realize  your  project  of  passing  through  Paris, 
this  spring,  on  your  road  to  visit  Lord  and 
Lady  Elvinston,  you  will  see  cause  to  admit, 
that  nothing  could  have  been  more  judi- 
cious. I  will  not  swear,  however,  that  the 
choice  may  not  have  been  shghtly  stimulated 
by  the  moderate  appreciation  the  Prince  appears 
to  entertain  of  my  prudence  or  discretion. 
Nothing  so  sure  to  recommend  one  to  a  wo- 
man's mercies,  as  the  perpetual  injustice  of  her 
husband  ! 

Pending  this  promised  visit,  you  inquire 
after  the  health  and  looks  of  the  lady  you 
pretend  to  have  converted  into  an  object  of 
hatred,  as  tenderly  and  soberly  as  if,  instead  of 
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hating  her  as  you  pretend^  you  had  begun  to 
regard  her,  as  in  duty  bound,  in  the  light  of  a 
semi-sister..  In  all  candour,  coz,  I  admit  that 
I  never  saw  her  half  so  lovely !  What  the 
close  of  the  carnival  may  do  in  deterioration, 
let  us  not  anticipate.  This  constant  dissipa- 
tion, these  nightly  balls,  this  endless  round 
of  dressing,  dancing,  talking,  in  full  glare  of 
illumination  rivalling  Oriental  sunshine,  which 
renders  our  Paris  ball  rooms  so  brilliant  and  so 
pernicious,  will  of  course  do  their  part  towards 
tarnishing  the  silvery  whiteness  of  her  fair 
complexion,  and  dimming  the  lustre  of  her 
limpid  eyes.  St.  Petersburg  had  already 
wrought  the  evil  of  extinguishing  their  girlish 
expression.  I  own  that  the  gentle  earnestness 
and  truthfulness  which  poor  young  Rehfeld 
used  to  point  out  to  our  admiration  in  the  looks 
of  Marguerite,  never  imparted  their  holy  beauty 
to  those  of  the  Lily.  Still,  at  Rehfeld,  she 
possessed  the  open  look  of  a  heart  that  has 
known  no  care,  of  a  mind  that  has  harboured 
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no  evil  thought, — of  the  Hope  that  looks  on- 
ward into  life,  secure  of  happiness  through 
the  aiFection  of  others,  secure  of  innocence 
through  the  protection  of  Heaven  ! 

At  the  Imperial  court,  these  charms  were 
fated  to  vanish.  Her  eyes  grew  restless,  an- 
xious, jealous,  envious,  resentful.  The  curious 
in  woman's  looks  might  have  imbibed  wonders 
of  wisdom  or  amusement,  from  studying  as  I 
did,  in  familiar  life,  in  the  first  place  the  des- 
pairing glances  of  the  Lily,  when  her  suspi- 
cions were  awakened,  that  Alfred  de  Vaudreuil 
was  less  than  her  slave,  and  Russia  less  than 
a  Paradise ;  in  the  next,  the  hurried  and  reck- 
less looks  betraying  her  jealous  susceptibility; 
and  finally,  the  fixed  and  tremendous  glare  of 
one  who  has  discovered  the  evil  dealing  of  the 
woj*ld,  and  made  up  her  mind  to  encounter  it 
with  evil-dealing  in  return  ! 

Heigho !  we  are  sorry  Christians  in  this 
Pharisaical  Christendom  of  ours  !  What  les- 
sons of  perdition  do  we  impart  to  our  succes- 
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sors,  for  the  mere  gratification  of  our  own 
levity.  I  have  no  faith  in  the  predatory- 
instincts  of  the  tiger's  whelp,  the  callow  eagle, 
or  the  sinner's  child.  But  for  the  flesh  of 
victims  borne  in  the  first  instance  by  their  fero- 
cious elders  to  the  eyrie  or  the  lair,  I  am  con- 
vinced these  creatures  would  never  acquire  a 
taste  for  blood,  or  become  sanguinary  in  their 
turn.  Nor  would  woman  lapse  into  fiend,  but 
for  the  pains  we  bestow  in  soiling  the  un- 
smirched  snow  of  life  before  her  eyes,  and 
destroying  her  faith  in  the  excellence  of  her 
fellow-creatures,  till  she  loses  first  her  trust 
in  human  virtue,  and  finally  in  her  own  ! 

There's  a  fine  burst  of  morality  for  you, 
my  dainty  cousin  of  the  Izmaeloffsky  guards  ! 
If  you  desire  to  know  where  Alfred  de  Vau- 
dreuil  picked  it  up,  know  that  he  dined  yester- 
day at  the  Palace  of  Notre  Dame,  with  his  re- 
verendissimo  uncle  the  Archbishop;  the  supre- 
macy of  whose  Hock  and  detestability  of  whose 
chef  de  cuisine,  insures  a  severe  nightmare  to 
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the  diners  at  his  table,  and  of  course  a  tremen- 
dous fit  of  misanthropy  the  following  morning. 
I  have  long  observed  that  indigestion  is  a  pro- 
founder  moralist  than  Pascal  ! 

In  sober  truth,  however,  I  trace  the  roueism 
of  my  life,  and  hardness  of  my  heart  to  a 
first  disappointment  in  love  ! — Not  v/hat  you 
would  call  disappointment; — not  the  inter- 
*ference  of  parents  or  guardians,  or  even  the 
worldliness  of  good  or  evil  fortune,  to  prevent 
a  happy  marriage.  But  I  loved — truly — fer- 
vently— reliantly  ; — loved  like  a  boy — loved 
like  a  man — with  religious  fervour  and  super- 
human constancy,  a  woman  whom,  loving  like 
a  boy,  I  of  course  believed  to  be  an  angel !  She 
made  it  her  pride  to  be  thought  so ;  she  made 
it  her  pleasure  to  appear  so.  She  studied  my 
ingenuous  character,  (for  strange  as  it  may 
appear  to  you,  like  the  rest  of  the  tigers^  whelps 
and  eaglets,  I  was  born  ingenuous  !)  and  prac- 
tised villainously  upon  my  candour.  I  often 
think  now,  what  pains  it  must  have  cost  her 
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to  deceive  me  !  She  might  have  revolutionized 
the  kingdom  v;ith  httle  more  trouble  than  she 
bestowed  in  constructing  those  exquisite 
castles  in  the  air,  which  she  deluded  me  into 
hopes  of  inhabiting  in  her  company. 

Never  shall  I  forget  the  night  following  the 
day  in  which  I  discovered  that  she  had  been 
deceiving  me !  Talk  of  the  day  succeeding  a 
night  of  intoxication^  with  its  head-ache  and 
nausea  ?  Give  me,  ye  powers  of  darkness-;- 
the  sleepless  night  of  heart-ache  and  moral 
nausea  that  accompany  the  sobering  out  of 
love — a  love  in  which  we  have  been  cruelly 
and  wantonly  deceived.  Satan  himself,  I 
verily  believe,  took  possession  of  me  on  the 
night  in  question  !  That  woman,  that  hateful 
Camille,  had  overthrown  the  alabaster  wall 
wherewith  one's  guardian  angel  shuts  out  from 
view,  in  early  youth,  the  evil  ways  of  the 
world.  All  was  now  bare,  all  revealed,  all 
manifest;  and  some  spirit  of  mischief  was 
surely  with  me  in  my  despair,  to  point  out 
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how  these  might  be  improved  and  turned  to 
account. 

And  all  this  was  caused  by  the  coquetry  of 
the  sex  which  then,  for  the  first  time,  I  learned 
to  disparage  !  Even  now,  whenever  I  feel 
myself  of  the  eve  of  some  great  mischief,  (I  lie, 
I  am  not  deliberative,  I  should  say,  whenever 
I  find  myself  on  the  morrow  of  some  great 
mischief,)  I  look  back  to  Camille  as  to  the  ori- 
ginatress  of  my  evil  ways ;  and  place  another 
black  cross  in  my  catalogue  of  feminine  ma- 
lefactions. 

Be  not  alarmed.  Leek,  by  this  wretchedly 
prosy  vein.  Let  it  serve  rather  as  an  indica- 
tion of  the  merit  of  the  Hochheimer  to  which 
I  have  alluded;  and  persuade  you  to  accele- 
rate your  journey  to  Paris,  where  I  promise 
to  make  you  intimately  familiar  with  the  cellar 
of  Mon seigneur  my  archiepiscopal  uncle. 
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LETTER  XLI. 

FROM     MADEMOISELLE     THERESE     MOREAU, 

IN      PARIS     TO      VISCOUNTESS     ELVINSTON, 

ELVINSTON    CASTLE. 

Dearest  Marguerite,  or  rather  dear  Lady 
Elvinston,  accept  my  heartfelt  congratulations  ! 
I  am  deputed  by  the  Princess  (who,  having 
returned  at  six  this  morning,  from  the  ball  of 
Madame,  has  not  yet  left  her  bed,  and  is  afraid 
of  missing  the  post,)  to  express  to  you  the 
part  which  the  Prince  and  herself  take  in  your 
joy  on  this  occasion,  and  how  sincerely  we  re- 
joice in  your  safety. 

Well  might  your  last  letter  say,  dear  lady, 
that  heaven  appears  to  prosper  you  and  yours  ! 
Not  only  a  child,  to  accomplish  a  mother's 
wishes,  but  a  boy,  to  cheer  the  hopes  of  your 
ancient  line  !  I  can  see  you,  methinks,  with 
this    new    treasure    pressed    closely    to    the 
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womanliest  of  human  hearts,  and  thereby  per- 
fecting its  vocation  by  the  accompUshment  of 
a  new  duty. 

But  though  a  spinster  and  unversed  in  the 
mysteries  of  matronly  troubles^  T  am  aware  that 
your  eyes  must  not  be  wearied  just  now  by 
much  reading.  I  will  therefore,  leave  to  a 
future  day,  and  probably  to  the  hand  of  the 
Princess  herself,  the  pleasant  task  of  further 
gratulation. 

We  are  grateful  to  the  Viscount  for  his 
early  tidings  of  your  safety  ;  and  trust  he  will 
not  forget  us  in  the  joy  of  your  progressive 
recovery.  We  all  wait  impatiently  for  fur- 
ther news. 
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LETTER  XLII. 

FROM    PRINCESS    W— ,    IN    ST.    PETERSBURG, 
TO  PRINCESS  GALLITZIN,  IN  PARIS. 

My  few  parting  words  of  introduction  des- 
patched through  the  Rouillys,  dear  Princess, 
procured  me  so  charming  an  answer  from  your 
hand,  and  such  kind  compHance  with  my  re- 
quest, that  I  should  be  a  monster  to  neglect 
your  desire  for  news  of  St.  Petersburg. 

Yet  alas !  what  have  I  to  relate  in  requital 
for  the  amusing  account  you  give  of  my  be- 
loved Paris?  Few  and  far  between  are  the 
events  here,  of  a  nature  likely  to  interest  the 
civihzed  world.  Our  Carnival  of  the  present 
year,  is  simply  a  younger  brother  to  the  Carni- 
val of  last ;  with  the  same  dull  features,  and 
costume  of  ceremony.  In  Paris,  on  the  con- 
trary, the  society  is  always  fluctuating.  Every 
winter,   there   arrive   new    English   lords  and 
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ladies,  bringing  millions  to  be  squandered,  and 
sons  and  daughters  for  de-Hottentotization. 
Every  winter,  Italy  sends  fresh  Princes,  who 
sound  as  if  they  stepped  out  ofTasso's  dedica- 
tions, a  witty  nuncio  from  Rome,  or  from 
Naples,  some  ball-giving  Duchess.  But  who, 
I  beseech  you,  comes  hither  that  can  possibly 
help  it  ?  Now  and  then,  we  catch  a  stray 
savant,  wanting  to  write  a  book,  be  elected 
of  the  academy,  and  obtain  a  snuff-box  a  por- 
trait, from  Nicholas,  to  flourish  at  the  meetings 
of  geological  societies,  and  other  owls'  nests, 
in  foreign  countries ;  or  a  nomadian  English 
peeress,  who  has  exhibited  her  diamonds  at 
every  other  court  under  the  sun  or  moon. 
But  we  never  get  any  body  to  remain;  so  as  to 
diversify  the  surface  of  the  most  monotonous 
society  that  ever  yawned  at  its  own  dulness 
without  so  much  as  an  effort  at  amendment. 

While  Paris,  like  a  beauty  in  rather  more 
than  the  maturity  of  her  charms,  has  recourse 
to  all  the  arts  of  coquetry  to  heighten  the  hue 
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of  her  cheeks,  and  brighten  the  lustre  of  her 
eyes,  adding  furbelows  to  her  petticoat  and 
pompons  to  her  cap,  on  the  slightest  surmise 
of  a  decUne  of  attractions,  St.  Petersburg  re- 
sembles an  awkward  school-girl,  or  lanky- 
scholar, — half-romp,  half-pedant ; — who  has 
neither  the  ^ense  to  perceive  her  deficiencies, 
nor  the  taste  to  amend  them  when  pointed 
out. 

In  short,  we  are  not  a  bit  improved  sinc& 
you  left  us.  We  have  sung  Te  Deum  for 
another  Imperial  scion ;  and  are  now  freezing 
away  again,  as  drearily  as  last  winter,  with  a 
somewhat  worse  ballet,  and  an  opera  such  as 
unluckily  was  not  yet  invented  to  perfect  the 
probation  of  unhappy  Job. 

In  London,  the  variegations  of  political 
change  supply  contrasting  chequers  to  the 
chess-board.  While  the  Whigs  are  in  office,  the 
Whig  lords  give  dinners,  and  the  Whig  ladies 
balls.  By  the  time  people  are  tired  of  their  balls 
and  dinners,  having  got  by  rote  the  menu  of  their 
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chefs  and  hangings  of  their  apartments^  heigh 
presto  ! — the  house  divides  one  nighty — the 
ministers  send  in  their  resignations  next  morn- 
ing : — and  at  a  month's  close,  we  find  new 
Countesses  giving  balls,  and  new  Marquises 
dinners; — the  court  functionaries  being  com- 
pelled, by  precedence  of  office,  to  become 
hospitable  and  splendid. 

But  here,  there  is  no  change  !  All  is  immu- 
table as  the  laws  of  the  Medes  and  Persians. 
There  is  but  one  Tzar,  and  Nesselrode  is  his 
prophet ! 

But  though  it  has  wisely  suggested  itself  to  my 
mind  to  send  my  letter  under  cover  to  Madame 
deRouilly  through  the  French  bag,  so  as  to  secure 
my  philosophy  from  enlightening  the  mind  of 
the  Emperor,  I  never  feel  safe  in  this  place 
from  the  whispering  of  the  winds  that  have 
blown  over  my  letter,  after  hazarding  any  thing 
so  rash  as  a  political  opinion.  Let  me,  there- 
fore, strictly  confine  myself  to  the  subject  of 
your  inquiries. 
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Of  Count  ErlofF,  I  know  nothing.  He  is 
probably  with  his  regiment;  unless  sent  to 
Siberia  for  a  button  more  or  less  on  his  uni- 
form^ or  a  folly  more  or  less  in  a  list  of  misde- 
meanours not  particularly  scanty.  I  fancy  the 
Baroness  is  in  Siberia  too,  I  mean  the  Siberia 
of  Imperial  favour.  No  Anitschkoff  balls  this 
year,  no  private  audiences  !  She  is  now  solely 

and  simply  the  wife  of  the  Envoy  of , 

and  were  she  not  that,  Heaven  knows,  where  or 
what  she  would  be.  Nicholas,  who  manages  to 
know  every  thing,  and  when  known,  to  adjudge 
it,  is  said  to  have  apprized  her  of  his  regret 
that  he  had  not,  on  the  decease  of  General 
ErlofF,  taken  the  estates  as  well  as  the  inte- 
rests of  her  children  under  his  Imperial  protec- 
tion. For  some  time  after  this,  the  gossips 
confidently  anticipated  your  father's  recall. 
But  the  Emperor  is  rigidly  just; — and  res- 
pects the  probity  and  honour  of  Monsieur 
le  Baron  as  much  as  the  memory  of  the  old 
General.     Your    father's    services    were     iu- 
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valuable  in  the  adjustment  of  the  frontier 
question^  which  had  so  long  proved  to  the 
Tzar  the  gad-fly  settled  upon  the  flank  of  some 
powerful  courser, — which,  potent  as  it  is,  is 
unable  to  dislodge  the  insect; — and  it  has 
been  often  observed,  that  Nicholas  seems  to 
entertain  as  much  respect  for  the  faithful  repre- 
sentative of  the  least  foreign  power,  as  of  the 
greatest. 

Meanwhile,  Madame  von  Rehfeld's  occupa- 
tion is  gone.  Vain  are  her  frillings  and  flounc- 
ings,  her  garnitures  and  graces.  The  Empress 
sees  her  no  longer.  The  poorest  apprentice 
of  Mademoiselle  Louise  can  do  as  much  as 
herself;— and  though  a  giant  when  sup- 
ported by  imperial  favour,  she  becomes  a 
pigmy  on  its  loss.  The  most  one  sees  of  her  is 
in  her  box  at  the  Bolskoy,  glad  to  obtain  as 
her  escort,  a  certain  old  Baron  von  Griinglatz, 
whose  mineralogical  work  on  the  mines  of 
Gamnholm  and  Oiama,  has  obtained  a  premium 
from  the  Imperial  mint,  and  his  frightful  per- 
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son,  the  order  of  the  White  Eagle.  He  is  now 
a  personage  here  !  No  man  is  a  prophet  in  his 
own  country.  How  wise  of  the  Residenz  to 
export  its  superfluous  produce  of  learning  to  a 
land  so  much  in  want  of  science-mongers  ! 

Accept  my  fehcitations  on  the  birth  of 
Milady  Elvinston's  son  and  heir,  which  the 
English  Embassy  has  formally  announced  to 
the  Emperor, — and  still  more  upon  your  own 
escape  from  a  similar  misfortune.  What  is 
good  for  Peter,  is  not  good  for  Paul ; — (unless 
when  both  are  Tzars,  and  the  one  persecutes 
his  wife  and  the  other  his  son,  when  a  short 
shrift  is  excellent  for  both.)  Some  day  or 
other,  we  shall  be  having  the  lovely  Marguerite 
here  as  Ambassadress  !  The  lengthy  Viscount 
may  chance  to  officiate  as  Ambassador  extra- 
ordinary, at  our  next  coronation. 

He  would  not  make  so  ill-looking  a  plenipo, 
when  filled  out  with  happiness  and  good  living, 
and  properly  starred  and  gartered.  It  is  only 
in  private  life,  such  lengthy  lords  seem  out  of 
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place.  They  ought  to  be  constructed  on  the 
principle  of  opera  glasses,  to  be  shut  up  and 
put  away  in  a  case  when  no  longer  wanted. 

At  that  epoch,  who  knows,  our  loveliest  of 
Russian  Ambassador's  Wives  may  have  re- 
nounced diplomacy,  and  settled  for  the  rest  of 
her  life  in  the  land  on  which  she  has  engrafted 
herself  as  inappropriately  as  the  noble  orange 
tree,  which  old  DemidofF  bought  out  of  the 
garden  of  the  Roman  convent  in  which  it  had 
flourished  for  centuries,  and  transplanted,  at 
the  cost  of  the  march  of  an  army,  to  this  im- 
perial ice-house  ! — Countess  of  Nesselrode  of 
the  next  reign, — I  kiss  the  hem  of  your  excel- 
lency's garment ! — A  rivederla,  bellissima, — a 
rivederla ! 
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LETTER  XLIII. 

FROM  VISCOUNT  ELVINSTON,  TO  THE 
HONOURABLE  MRS.  LESLIE. 

A  thousand,  thousand  thanks,  dear  Mary^ 
to  you  and  Leslie,  for  your  kindly  sympathy 
in  our  joy.  When  we  were  all  together  in 
October,  I  scarcely  supposed  it  possible  th§t 
my  happiness  was  susceptible  of  much  increase. 
Every  day,  the  world  we  rose  to  appeared  as 
bright  and  shining  as  a  world  could  be. — I  now 
admit  my  error  :  the  peace  of  mind  we  enjoyed 
was  incomplete,  without  that  link  in  the 
great  scale  of  creation,  and  more  especially  to 
our  social  position,  which  is  supplied  by  paren- 
tal responsibility.  The  Duchess  rallies  me 
without  mercy  on  my  consequentiality  under 
my  new  dignities  ;  but  I  own  I  begin  to  look 
at  life  in  a  different  point  of  view,  since  I  have 
felt  that  something  of  my  own  will  be  left  on 


earth,  to  feel  hereafter  as  I  am  feehng,  and 
profit  or  suffer  from  the  influence  of  my  actions 
of  to-day. 

I  shall  not  pretend  to  answer  your  questions 
concerning  who  or  what  this  young  offset  of 
our  house  may  resemble ;  regarding  them  as  a 
trap  laid  to  make  me  render  myself  ridicu- 
lous. Suffice  it  that  he  lives — roars  lus- 
tily— feeds  well — and  promises  to  make  a  suffi- 
cient lord  of  Elvinston  Castle,  when  his  father 
is  in  the  dust. 

I  had  rather  talk  to  you  about  Marguerite. 
I  am  never  weary  of  talking  about  Marguerite  ! 
I  never  talk  about  her  except  in  my  prayers, 
and  to  my  favourite  sister; — favourite  because 
only  a  year  divides  us,  and  the  first  thing  I  can 
remember  in  this  world  is  sitting  with  her 
upon  my  mother's  knee,  when  we  were  loving 
children  together.  In  memory  of  that  holy  tie 
and  dear  affection,  bear  with  me,  Mary,  if  I  en- 
large somewhat  too  fondly  on  the  merits  of  my 
wife  !  I  scarcely  think  I  can,  however,   even 
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in  your  estimation ;  for  it  is  my  delight  to  re- 
member how  thoroughly  you  all  four — hus- 
bands and  wives  alike — did  justice  to  her 
excellence  when  you  saw  her  here.  Never 
were  eight  people  so  strangely  accordant  in 
praise ! — 

You  can  scarcely  imagine  how  more  than 
ever  gentle  and  lovely  she  became,  while 
waiting  the  recent  event; — so  afraid  lest  I 
should  fancy  her  repining  at  such  a  moment 
for  the  companionship  of  kith  or  kin;  and 
above  all,  so  painfully  eager  in  the  pursuance 
of  the  religious  studies  to  which,  unknown  to 
me — or  as  she  fancies,  unknown  to  me — she  has 
been  devoting  herself  ever  since  her  arrival  in 
England. 

It  is  a  subject  on  which,  from  the  moment 
I  determined  on  offering  her  my  hand,  I  also 
determined  to  abstain  from  interference.  I 
resolved  that  religion  should  never  become 
a  topic  of  conversation  between  us  ;  because  I 
never  knew  it   made  so  between    persons   of 
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opposite  creed,  without  embittering  the  feel- 
ings of  both.  If  a  good  Cathohc,  my  wife 
must  infalHbly  be  a  good  Christian  3 — and  I 
was  determined  to  be  content. 

At  the  bottom  of  my  heart,  perhaps,  I  was 
not  without  hope  that  the  influence  of  the 
institutions  of  this  country,  and  the  habits  of 
which  she  must  be  a  witness  in  the  daily  life 
of  my  sisters,  would  lead  to  such  inquiries  on 
doctrinal  points,  as  might  produce  a  sponta- 
neous change  of  opinions.  Marguerite  be- 
lieved as  she  had  been  taught ;  and  would  have 
believed  otherwise,  had  she  been  taught 
better.  The  influence  of  better  teaching  was 
what  I  looked  to. 

Can  you  not  imagine,  dear  Mary — you  cauy 
for  you  too  have  a  loving  heart — the  vague 
inquietude  of  that  gentle  soul,  when,  as  she 
gradually  began  to  attach  herself  to  me  with 
a  degree  of  trust  and  affection  better  than  all 
the  first  loves  in  the  world — looking  forward, 
as  affection  is  prone  to  look,  through  a  life  of 


mutual  fidelity  on  earth  to  a  life  of  mutual 
happiness  in  Heaven — misgivings  came  upon 
her  that  those  who  kneel  at  diflferent  altars  in 
this  world,  may  be  rewarded  in  a  various 
degree  in  the  world  to  come.  Love  taught  her 
superstition, —  superstition  piety — piety  wis- 
dom ;  and  thus,  by  degrees,  her  spirit  became 
enlightened.  She  felt  that  she  should  not 
have  been  thus  disquieted,  if  in  the  right  path  ; 
and  paused,  and  questioned  herself,  an4 
questioned  others. 

You  know  her  diffidence  of  mind.  To  me 
she  would  not  refer  her  scruples.  But  some- 
thing in  the  frankness  of  Helen  Rockingham, 
attracted  my  wife  to  be  more  open.  She 
made  the  Duchess  the  confidante  of  her  mis- 
givings, and  could  not  have  chosen  a  better  ; 
for  Helen  as  modest  as  herself,  applied  to 
better  counsellors — to  Sir  Thomas  Meredyth 
and  his  brother,  the  Archdeacon — to  point  out 
the  works  which  ought  to  be  placed  in  her 
hands,  at  such  a  moment. 
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When  I  say  thank  God  with  me  that  they 
influenced  her  favourably,  beheve  me  I  say 
it  with  the  certainty  that,  had  she  after  mature 
examination  adhered  to  her  mother's  faith, 
it  never  would  have  caused  me  a  moment's 
uneasiness.  But  there  might  have  come  a  time 
when  I  should  have  learned  to  regret  our  diiFe- 
rence  of  opinions.  She  would  have  experienced 
consciousness  of  alienation  on  finding  her  son 
submitted  to  a  different  form  of  instruction 
from  the  daughters  I  hope  we  may  one  day 
call  our  own ;  and  /  might  have  felt  regret 
at  seeing  different  and  discordant  forms  of 
worship  prevail  among  my  children — strange 
in  my  family — strange  in  my  country. 

I  watched  therefore  with  eagerness,  (for 
Helen  had  in  some  degree  betrayed  the 
innocent  confidence  of  my  darling  wife,) 
the  progress  of  her  feelings.  Marguerite  said 
nothing  ! — But  there  was  a  world  of  eloquence 
in  her  silence,  when  she  sometimes  looked 
yearningly  after  me,  as  I  proceeded  to  church 
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on  the  sabbath,  as  though  she  longed  to  follow 
me  and  seek  instruction,  yet  dreaded  to  desert 
the  faith  inculcated  into  her  mind  with  fear 
and  trembling,  in  earlier  years. 

I  had  still  courage  to  refrain  from  a  sylla- 
ble; for  I  was  resolved  that  the  work  of 
enlightenment  should  be  her  own  and  Hea- 
ven's. It  was  not  till  a  fortnight  before 
the  trying  moment  which  was  to  complete 
our  happiness,  that  she  one  day  whispergd 
to  me — "  In  my  hour  of  danger,  obtain  for 
me  the  prayers  of  your  church  that  I  may 
live,  to  join  at  no  distant  day,  its  happy  con- 
gregation.''— 

Dreading  the  influence  of  her  priest,  she 
had  some  time  before  written  to  decHne  his 
weekly  attendance  at  the  Castle ;  accompany- 
ing the  request  with  a  gift  whose  muni- 
ficence seemed  to  reconcile  him  to  release 
from  a  ten-mile  ride  across  the  country,  from 
Glasgow. 

All  is   now   as    my  utmost    desires    could 
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wish.  Henceforward,  there  will  be  but 
one  faith,  as  there  has  been  but  one  heart 
in  this  house.  Helen  had  her  right  and 
title  to  the  first  announcement  of  these 
glad  tidings ;  but  I  made  it  my  especial  re- 
quest to  her  to  leave  me  the  satisfaction  of 
announcing  them  to  yourself.  To  Leslie,  so 
strict  a  protestant,  I  am  not  sure  but  they 
will  convey  even  greater  pleasure,  than  the 
birth  of  "  MY  SON  1'^ 

And  yours,  Mary  ? — How  is  my  godson  ? — 
Methinks  I  can  see  Marguerite  and  yourself 
proudly  comparing  notes,  when  we  all  meet 
here  again  at  the  Castle,  next  autumn.  Nay, 
you  may  compare  them  earlier;  for  the  mo- 
ment my  wife's  convalescence  permits,  we 
start  for  London.  Though  I  cannot  be  there 
for  the  opening  of  Parliament,  I  shall  take  my 
seat  instantly  on  my  arrival.  I  am  beginning 
to  fancy  myself  more  a  patriot  than  ten  days 
ago,  and  can  conceive  ifc  possible  to  interest 
myself  in  politics.    More  good  news  for  Leslie 
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and  Sir  Thomas  !  See  how  right  I  was  in 
predicting  to  you,  when  I  wrote  to  announce 
my  marriage,  that  a  thousand  virtues  to  come 
were  comprehended  for  me  in  the  love  of  the 
most  charming  and  amiable  of  wives.  I  had  a 
hard  matter  to  obtain  it.  I  had  to  wrest  it 
almost  out  of  the  keeping  of  another ;  but  I 
prize  those  precious  affections  all  the  more  for 
the  right  of  conquest. 

Marguerite  has  not  been  quite  so  well  to-day^ 
She  insisted  upon  my  coming  in  to  see  her  yes- 
terday, without  changing  my  clothes,  on  return- 
ing from  a  hard  day  with  the  harriers ;  and  as  I 
had  ridden  home  from  Craigie  in  a  pouring 
rain,  I  brought  more  chill  and  moisture  to  her 
pillow  than  the  nurses,  on  discovering  my 
intrusion,  could  be  persuaded  to  pardon.  All 
however,  will  doubtless  end  in  a  slight  cold ; 
though  the  indignation  of  the  venerable  lady 
who  brings  the  baby  to  its  mother,  every  time 
my  lady^s  hoarse  whispers  recall  to  her 
memory,  my  evil  doings  know  no  bounds  of 


112 

decorum. — She  has  given  me  a  whole  string 
of  commissons  for  you  to  execute  in  London, 
for  our  nursery,  a  list  of  which,  I  enclose. 
Be  expeditious — or  I  shall  have  to  undergo 
further  objurgation. — God  bless  you ! 
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LETTER  XLIV. 

FROM  PRINCESS  GALLITZIN  IN  PARIS,  TO 
PRINCESS  W.  IN  ST.  PETERSBURG. 

I  adopt  all  your  precautions,  dear  Princess, 
in  order  to  answer  your  letter  in  its  own  free 
spirit; — having  reason  to  think  that  the  expo- 
sure of  my  correspondence  with  Madame  von* 
Rehfeld  to  undue  scrutiny,  is  partly  the  cause 
of  her  decline  of  favour;  as  well  as  of  the 
capricious  condemnation  to  which  my  own 
conduct  has  been  subjected  by  high  au- 
thority. 

I  should  not  trouble  you  on  this  head,  which 
appears  to  concern  only  myself,  but  that  the 
ostensible  motive  of  displeasure  is  the  no- 
tice I  have  bestowed  on  certain  proteges  of 
yours — the  Rouillys,  and  Madame  Dom- 
breski; — and  you  have  a  right  to  know  this, 
lest  they  should  lead  yourself  into  similar 
trouble. 
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Monsieur  de  Rouilly,  it  appears,  passed  in 
Russia  for  an  intrigant.  He  arrived  there 
provided  with  ample  means  and  the  best 
introductions ;  but  is  supposed  to  have  under- 
taken the  journey  as  emissary  of  the  liberal 
party  of  France,  to  which  he  is  all  the  more 
dangerously  attached,  that  the  connection  is 
inostensible. 

The  Rouillys  have  a  charming  house  and 
society.  Impossible  to  see  two  people  more 
intelligent  or  more  agreeable  than  the  Marquis 
and  his  wife  !  I  found  in  their  acquaintance 
all  the  charm  you  announced  to  me ;  and 
should  find  it  still,  were  I  permitted  to  attach 
myself  to  their  coterie. 

Your  friends  are  too  enlightened  and  too 
well-bred,  to  admit  within  the  pale  of  their 
circle  those  who  have  no  passport  to  notice 
but  fashion  and  impertinence  ;  and  with  them,  I 
found  a  sure  refuge  against  many  a  grievance. — 
Of  all  the  circles  of  Paris,  indeed,  theirs  was 
to  me  the  most  delightful.  I  met  there  the 
first  men  of  the  day.     I  do  not  mean  the  first 
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men  of  the  Faubourg — whom  one  meets  every 
where — or  rather  wherever  the  suppers  are 
faultless,  and  the  women  faulty ; — but  the  first 
intelligences ;  the  leading  orators  of  the  cham- 
ber— the  leading  oracles  of  genius,  art,  science, 
humanity ; — men  whose  names  engraven  here- 
after upon  their  tombs,  will  suffice  for  epitaph  ; 
all,  in  short,  that  the  exclusives  call  mauvaise 
compagnie,  and  that  Russia  calls  Palais  Royal ; 
a  name  currently  given  to  the  liberals,  as 
protected  by  the  Duke  of  Orleans.  As  I 
write  this,  dear  Princess,  I  keep  looking  over 
my  shoulder,  like  a  child  frightened  by  its 
nurse-maid  into  terror  of  apparitions !  —  I 
wonder  how  I  dare  indulge  in  such  dangerous 
admissions  ! — 

After  experiencing  the  satiety  insepara- 
ble from  a  mawkish  course,  of  the  sweets  of 
exclusive  life,  the  piquant  circle  of  the  Hotel 
de  Rouilly,  I  own,  enchanted  me. 

I  fouoid  there  something  to  stimulate  my 
faculties ; — something  that  inspired  the  ambi- 
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tion  of  shining  in  conversation.  To  excite  our 
powers  of  intellect,  it  is  indispensable  that  some 
hand  should  be  waiting  to  catch  and  return 
the  ball ; — and  perpetually  to  discharge  one's 
sallies  against  a  stone  wall,  or  a  heedless 
companion,  wears  out  my  patience.  People 
who  venture  to  pronounce  one  dull,  or  absent, 
seldom  consider  how  far  their  own  incapacity 
may  have  provoked  the  mood  of  silence  and 
listlessness  that  moves  their  spleen. 

No  one  but  a  Tzarina  can  find  pleasure  in 
talking  for  ever  and  ever,  of  dress  ,•  no  one  but 
an  Alfred  de  Vaudreuil,  or  an  Enghsh  Miss,  be 
satisfied  with  a  perpetual  discharge  of  arrows 
through  the  meurtrieres  of  their  ill-nature. 
After  some  months'  experience  of  the  empti- 
ness of  such  skirmishing,  I  began  to  prefer  the 
high-toned  intelligence  of  the  Rouilly  set ; — 
and  in  this  consists  my  high  treason. 

As  to  your  Madame  Dombreski,  dear  Prin- 
cess, I  fear  we  must  give  her  up  to  Imperial 
displeasure,   without    striking  a  blow   in  her 
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defence.  Though  brilliant  and  attractive,  we 
can  scarcely  approve  the  brilliancy  and  liveli- 
ness of  one  whose  unhappy  family  is  expiating 
in  Siberia  their  political  offences  ;  and  who  lives 
in  luxury,  while  her  three  brothers  are  reduced 
to  destitution  by  the  confiscation  of  their  es- 
tates in  Poland.  It  is  not  merely  her  political 
connections  which  render  this  woman  obnoxious 
to  the  Emperor.  He  disapproves  her  in  a 
moral  point  of  view.  The  fortune  Madame 
Dombreski  has  snatched  out  of  the  wreck  of 
her  husband^s,  may  enable  her  to  pursue  her 
luxurious  pleasures  with  eclat  in  foreign 
countries ;  but  you  will  admit  that  she  is  little 
entitled  to  the  protection  or  kindness  of  the 
Russian  Ambassadress,  while  sinning  against 
Russia  and  against  herself. 

Do  not  imagine  that  I  say  this  by  way  of 
reproach.  In  pure  inconsideration,  you  recom- 
mended to  me  an  agreeable  acquaintance  of 
yours  : — the  consideration  should  have  rested 
with   me,  ere   I    acted  on  your   letter.     Such 
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scrutinies  constitute  one  of  my  diplomatic 
duties.  I  accept  the  fault,  and  repent  it. 
But  alas  !  repentance  does  not  suffice.  I  must 
also  accept  the  penalty.  The  Emperor  is 
displeased ;  and  the  displeasure  of  Nicholas  is 
neither  lightly  conceived,  nor  lightly  efface- 
able. 

Thanks,  dear  Princess,  for  your  congratula- 
tions on  the  birth  of  my  step-sister's  son  and 
heir.  It  appears  to  have  been  welcomed  right 
royally  to  this  world  of  care,  where  the  palace, 
as  well  as  the  cottage,  has  its  hedge  of  thorns ; 
— a  salvo  of  artillery  from  the  battery  of  Elvin- 
ston  Castle  at  the  risk  of  terrifying  the  poor 
accouchee  out  of  her  wits ; — oxen  roasted 
whole — largesse  to  the  poor, — prisoners  re- 
leased— chimes  set  ringing  in  thirty  parishes  ! 
They  could  have  done  no  more  at  the  Residenz 
for  the  birth  of  an  Hereditary  Prince  ! — But 
after  all,  has  not  a  wealthy  peer  of  England 
twice  the  consequence  of  a  sovereign  of  any 
petty  continental  state  ? 
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Between  ourselves,  dear  Princess,  (and 
thanks  to  your  precautions,  the  announcement 
will  remain  between  ourselves,)  nothing  can 
be  more  perturbed  than  the  state  of  the  public 
mind  in  Paris.  I  speak  not  of  the  populace, — 
which  I  hold  to  be  as  little  the  representative 
of  the  public  mind  as  the  pavement  of  Paris  of 
the  soil  of  France ; — but  of  the  enlightened 
classes. — Great  discontent  prevails.  The  King 
is  supposed  to  be  intent  upon  suppressing 
the  constitutional  principles  which  were 
thrown  as  a  sweetener  into  the  cup  of  Bour- 
bon succession,  imposed  upon  France  by  the 
united  bayonets  of  Europe. 

One  of  the  favourite  compliments  I  used  to 
receive  at  the  H6tel  de  Rouilly,  was  an  expres- 
sion of  gratitude  to  me  for  ''  rendering  accepta- 
ble the  name  of  Russia,  now  that  France  was 
evidently  about  to  become  be-Muscovited 
de  la  Ute  aux  pieds." — Never,  I  am  convinced  ! 
— Charles  X  is  not  a  Nicholas. — He  has  neither 
personal  consequence,  nor  personal  influence ; 
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nor  have  the  French  so  recently  slipped  the 
collar  of  servitude  as  to  be  readily  reduced  to 
subjection.  There  is  no  knowing  what  coer- 
cion may  effect  upon  a  mass; — perhaps  convert 
Paris  into  a  modern  Rome — perhaps  into  a 
heap  of  ashes  ! — 

I  might  have  remained  blind  to  this  despe- 
rate position  of  affairs,  but  for  the  enlighten- 
ment produced  by  contrasting  the  opinions 
of  the  far-sighted  Hotel  de  Rouilly  with  the 
narrow  bigotry  and  ideotic  subservience  of  the 
Hotel  de  Vaudreuil.  In  compliment  to  the 
Baroness,  and  at  my  father's  desire,  I  am 
forced  to  pay  an  assiduous  court  to  the  old 
Countess  Auguste,  with  her  collets  monies  of 
dowagers  and  congregation  of  bishops  ;  and 
right  truly  did  you  describe  her  circle  to  me, 
as  worthy  the  most  farthingaleish  days  of  the 
Escurial ;  a  patch  of  feudal  darkness  left  stick- 
ing upon  the  face  of  social  progress. 

I  never  opened  my  lips  to  the  clique  without 
producing  a  rustle  by  a  universal  shrug  of  the 
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shoulders,  and  elevation  of  the  hands,  such  as 
arises  at  the  first  representation  of  an  Opera, 
from  turning  the  leaf  of  the  libretto.  But  I 
have  more  than  once  suspected  that  Alfred  de 
Vaudreuil  tries  to  make  me  unpopular  with 
them,  and  to  drive  me  into  the  Rouilly  party, 
by  provoking  his  own  to  exhibit  in  my  pre- 
sence their  stifFest  coat  of  mail,  to  say  nothing 
of  the  concealed  weapons  of  Jesuitry  and  pride. 
They  hate  me  for  a  heraldic  lache  in  my 
pedigree;  they  hate  me  as  an  alien  from 
their  church,  yet  of  priestly  extraction ;  and  it 
is  his  pohcy  to  bring  such  topics  under  discus- 
sion, humiliate  me  by  a  sense  of  insignifi- 
cance and  odium,  and  provoke  me  into  the 
expression  of  sentiments  arising  less  from  con- 
viction than  from  the  galling  sense  of  my 
inferiority. 

After  all,  the  levelling  principle  is  not  for 
a  daughter  of  an  obscure  but  ancient  house ! 
The  Marseillaise  is  not  for  my  lips,  whether  as 
of    Baronial  extraction,    or  an  Ambassador's 

VOL.    III.  G 


122  THE    ambassador's   WIFE. 

Wife.  But  Monsieur  de  Vaudreuil  had  always 
a  peculiar  faculty  for  stinging  one  into  impru- 
dence by  his  malice. 

I  remember,  Princess,  when  I  announced  to 
you  my  intention  of  domesticating  my  old 
governess  in  my  household  in  Paris,  your 
replying  by  a  dissuasive  shake  of  the  head. 
I  heeded  not  your  mute  remonstrance ;  con- 
ceiving that  it  purported  only  to  warn  me 
against  the  infrangible  chain  of  early  authority  ; 
and  knowing  myself,  fancied  I-knew  better  ! 

I  now  strongly  suspect  that  you  foresaw  the 
evils  likely  to  arise  from  her  commerage  with 
an  extensive  Parisian  connection.  Certain  I 
am  that  nothing  in  my  conversation  has  tended 
to  circulate  the  peculiarities  of  my  early  studies. 
Not  a  classical  allusion  was  ever  extorted  from 
my  lips  ;  nor  has  an  unfeminine  word  or  move- 
ment betrayed  the  wilder  whims  of  my  girl- 
hood at  Schloss  Rehfeld. 

Yet  a  certain  Lord  Montagu,  the  high  priest 
of  a  confraternity  here  which   I    sovereignly 
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citations  ;  and  I  am  assured  that  a  clever 
caricature  is  in  circulation,  nay,  Alfred  has 
whispered  to  me  that  he  has  had  great  difficulty 
in  dissuading  Dantan  from  converting  it  into 
one  of  his  grotesque  statuettes,  alluding  to  my 
former  pursuits,)  under  the  name  of  ^^  VAm- 
bassadrice  a  la  mode  de  je  ne  sais  quoi  ;*'  re- 
presenting me  in  the  character  of  a  Muse,  with 
a  rifle  on  one  shoulder,  a  lyre  on  the  other, 
like  the  twins  which  beggar-women  hug  in  the 
streets  to  excite  commiseration ;  a  setter  and 
an  owl  attending  me  characteristically  on  either 
side. 

Alfred  assures  me  that,  to  figure  in  a  carica- 
ture is  in  Paris  as  much  a  test  of  popularity  as, 
in  England,  to  be  burnt  in  effigy,  of  political 
distinction.  I  could  be  content  with  a  more 
modest  measure  of  fame.  It  is  not  that  such 
an  attack  in  itself  produces  mortification. 
The  insult  wounds  by  passing  through  the 
satirical  glances  of  one's  enemies. 

G  2 


124 

But  after  all,  these  grievances,  which  would 
fall  so  heavy  in  St.  Petershurg,  where  all  is 
heavy,  are  easy  to  be  borne  with  here,  where 
every  minute  is  winged  like  thistle-down,  so 
that  one  can  never  guess  where  its  perch  may 
fall.  How  buoyant  are  the  spirits  of  the 
French  ! — How  easy  is  it  to  bear  the  burthen 
of  life  among  such  cheerful  companions  ! — 

The  amusements  of  Paris  are  so  varied, 
that  the  garb  of  pleasure  becomes  as  motley 
as  that  of  Harlequin ;  nor  do  I  wonder,  dear 
Princess,  at  your  having  taken  indescribable 
delight  in  a  city,  whose  year  is  all  spring, — 
whose  sky  all  sunshine  ! — 

Both  Operas  are  enchanting,  this  season. 
We  have  a  tenor  who  has  withered  the  lau- 
rels of  Nourrit;  and  young  Bellini  is  has- 
tening hither  to  write  operas  for  Les  Bouf- 
fes — shining  modestly  in  the  wake  of  Ros- 
sini, like  the  moon  rising  on  summer  evenings 
ere  the  sun  has  set.  Then,  we  have  the 
Theatre  Fran9ais  and  Mademoiselle    Mars, — 
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the  Vaudeville  and  Arnal ;  to  say  nothing  of 
the  Theatre  de  Madame,  arraying  fine  senti- 
ment in  white  satin  and  brocade,  and  envelop- 
ing all  that  is  least  moral  in  morality  in  a 
filmy  web  which  serves  only  to  draw  attention 
to  its  indecency.  This  theatre,  however,  much 
as  it  is  the  fashion,  the  Ambassadrice  a  la  mode 
de  je  ne  sais  quoi,  never  enters. 

When  next  I  have  a  safe  occasion  to  write, 
I  will  give  you  an  account  of  a  little  exploit,* 
the  Rouillys  and  I  lately  hazarded — an  expe- 
dition to  the  bal  de  P Opera,  which  must  be 
kept  a  profound  secret ;  for  though  women  of 
the  best  society  commit  the  same  folly,  once 
in  every  carnival,  and  though  every  body  is  to 
be  met  there — "  nobody  goes  /" 

Favour  me  in  return  with  a  private  and 
confidential  view  of  the  reverse  of  the  court 
tapestry  in  St.  Petersburg.  How  diverted 
you  would  be,  dear  Princess,  by  a  sight  of  the 
gala  side,  officially  despatched  for  my  admi- 
ration ! — 
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LETTER  XLV. 

FROM  VISCOUNT  ELVINSTON,  TO  THE 
DUCHESS  OF  ROCKINGHAM. 

Pray,  dear  Helen,  spare  me  a  world  of  time 
and  trouble,  by  despatching  my  bulletin  of 
to-day  in  your  own  hand- writing,  to  the  Leslies 
and  Sir  Thomas.  Tell  them  still,  that  "  my 
lady  is  as  well  as  can  be  expected,"  because  it 
was  scarcely  to  be  expected  she  should  be 
instantly  well  again,  after  the  attack  of  cold 
to  which  she  was  subjected  by  my  imprudence, 
or  inexperience. 

It  is  all  your  fault,  sisters!  You  never 
would  let  me  come  near  your  houses  on  such 
occasions,  lest  I  should  beguile  your  loving 
lords  into  dissipation.  Comfort,  however, 
the  kind  hearts  of  such  as  are  too  anxious 
concerning  us,  by  further  intelhgence  that  the 
boy,  (little  savage!;   is   not  in    the  slightest 
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degree   affected    by  his    mother's   illness.— I 
foresee  a  Nero  in  my  son  and  heir ! — 

One  advantage  I  have  derived  from  this 
trifling  retardation  of  dear  Marguerite's  reco- 
very ; — the  suite  of  rooms  of  the  Western 
tower  will  be  quite  ready  to  welcome  her; 
for  though  they  had  promised  me  all  should 
be  complete  by  the  end  of  February,  and  we 
are  now  in  March,  thanks  to  the  early  rains, 
the  drying  of  the  stucco  was  so  slow,  that, 
though  ten  artists  have  been  at  w^ork,  in  a 
pine- apple  heat,  for  the  last  three  months, 
they  are  only  now  putting  the  finishing  touches 
to  the  arabesques. 

You  can  conceive  nothing  more  perfect  than 
these  rooms,  now  that  my  design  is  fully 
worked  out.  Blame  not  the  slightness  of  my 
trust,  Helen,  in  feminine  discretion,  in  deny- 
ing you  access  ;  but  I  am  convinced  that,  had 
I  shown  the  designs  to  you  and  Mary  when 
you  were  at  Elvinston,  the  secret  would,  on 
some    occasion    or    other,    have     transpired. 


Twenty  times  did  Marguerite,  as  we  rambled 
over  the  castle,  point  out  to  me  the  rooms  in 
which  the  workmen  were  employed,  and  in- 
quire their  destination  3  but  being  of  women 
the  most  tractable,  she  was  content  to  be  told 
that  they  were  old-fashioned  chambers  un- 
dergoing repair,  without  being  spurred  by  the 
charm  of  interdiction,  into  further  investigation. 
Most  women  would  have  suspected  a  Blue- 
beard series  of  headless  wives,  concealed  behind 
the  prohibited  door; — but  at  all  times>  and 
on  all  occasions,  it  suffices  to  say  to  Margue- 
rite, ^'  inquire  no  further,^^  to  be  secured  from 
further  inquiry. 

Now,  however,  that  the  grand  secret  is  on 
the  eve  of  disclosure,  I  will  give  you  a  sketch 
of  the  rooms ;  to  which,  my  dear  sister,  you 
have  unwittingly  contributed  your  share. 
Do  you  remember,  Helen,  those  sketches  of 
my  wife's,  which  I  begged  out  of  your  scrap 
book,  and  one  on  an  English  subject,  which  I 
stole  from  Sir  Thomas  ? — Frescoes  after  these 
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designs,  adorn  the  four  panels  of  the  little 
dining  room.  The  first  represents  the  convent 
garden  in  the  Rue  St.  Victor,  of  which  dear 
Marguerite  was  so  many  years  an  inmate ; 
with  groups  of  nuns,  and  their  pretty  pemion- 
nuires  dispersed  among  the  pastures  and  bos- 
quets. The  old  grey  walls  of  the  convent, 
with  their  curious  external  staircases  of  pierced 
granite,  would  cause  it  to  resemble  the  court 
of  a  prison,  but  for  the  air  of  innocent  hilarity* 
of  the  young  girls:  some  sitting  with  their 
work  under  the  trees — some  with  a  book — 
some  skipping, — some  busy  with  their  flower 
borders.  In  the  front,  on  a  stone  bench, 
sits  Marguerite,  in  her  pensionnaire's  dress,  (the 
white  veil,  grey  gown  and  ebony  chaplet  of  a 
soevr  grise,)  listening  to  the  conversation  of  a 
venerable  nun  in  the  habit  of  the  Benedictine 
order,  a  certain  Sceur  Marie,  of  whom  you 
have  often  heard  my  wife  make  fihal  mention. — 
Such  is  the  first  compartment.  The  atmos- 
phere is  sunny.     The  acacia  trees,  in  bloom, 
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are  bright  with  the  soft  light  verdure  of  Pari- 
sian vegetation  ;  and  "the  blue  sky  bends  over 
all."  Contracted  as  is  the  scene,  it  is  an  ani- 
mated and  cheering  picture. — 

The  second  compartment  exhibits  the 
quaint  old  structure  of  Schloss  Rehfeld ;  which 
the  Duke  admired  so  much  in  Marguerite's 
sketch,  as  verifying  one  of  the  curious  produc- 
tions of  the  Flemish  school.  This  scene  illus- 
trates Autumn,  as  the  convent  garden  Summer. 
A  party  is  departing  for  the  chase.  The  old 
boar-hounds  are  impatient  to  be  off; — and  the 
horses,  some  already  mounted  by  the  jagers, 
some  leading  about,  display  the  most  artist- 
like variety  of  design.  Among  them,  an  old  gray 
barb,  the  Baron's  favourite,  is  shying  at  the 
drooping  tail  of  a  peacock,  perched  on  the 
marble  ledge  of  a  curious  old  fountain  in  the 
court-yard;  while  Marguerite^s  Italian  grey- 
hound your  friend  Grazilia,  is  leaping  up  to 
caress  the  hand  of  the  Baroness,  as  she 
descends  the  door  steps.    The  Baron  is  placing 
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Ida  on  her  horse ;  and  Therese  Moreau,  the 
governess  you  have  heard  her  talk  of,  is 
looking  on  in  conversation  with  old  Vossius, 
the  venerable  pastor  of  Rehfeld. — This  is  the 
second  compartment,  and  executed  with  a 
degree  of  spirit  worthy  of  Snyders.  It  will 
remind  you  of  that  picture  by  Philippe  de 
Champagne  you  are  so  fond  of,  at  Wools- 
thorpe,  representing  the  departure  of  the 
Duke  of  Vendome  for  the  chase,  as  grand 
Veneur  de  France. 

The  third  panel  represents  Winter — ay,  and 
a  Russian  winter ; — yet  such  a  winter  as  might 
be  dreamed  of  in  a  fairy  tale,  rather  than 
among  snow-drifts  and  sledges.  The  scene  is 
the  ball  room  of  the  Anitschkoif-palace,  with 
portraits  of  the  Imperial  family ;  and  compre- 
hends five  of  the  same  personages,  in  gala  at- 
tire, who  figure  in  hunting  suits  in  the  Au- 
tumnal panel. 

Nothing  can  be  more  ably  executed  than 
the  brilliancy  of  light  which  my  painters,  fol- 
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lowing  the  colouring  of  Marguerite's  aquarelles, 
have  thrown  into  this  picture,  in  contradistinc- 
tion to  the  richer  and  more  glowing  blaze  of 
the  autumnal  sunshine  in  the  last.  Of  course^ 
/  like  it  the  best  of  the  four^  for  it  is  the  first 
in  which  my  Majesty  figures ; — the  grouping 
representing  no  less  an  incident  than  the  pre- 
sentation of  a  certain  lanky  Englishman,  to  the 
Lily  of  Rehfeld  !  You  will  appreciate  the 
modesty  with  which  my  wife  has  placed  herself 
in  total  eclipse,  behind  the  brilliant  figures  of 
the  Emperor  and  Grand  Duchess  Helena,  who 
are  in  conversation  together  in  the  foreground* 
But  I  can  scarcely  forgive  her  this ;  more 
especially  as  she  has  placed  me  to  equal  dis- 
advantage, as  a  foil  to  the  gorgeous  uniform 
of  Sergius  Gallitzin;  so  covered  with  orders, 
that  he  seems  to  have  undergone  the  fate  pro- 
mised to  Romeo,  and  been  taken  and  cut  out 
in  little  stars. 

This  gorgeous  picture  will  convey  to  you, 
dear  Helen,  a  full,  true,  and  particular  notion 


of  the  magnificence  of  the  Imperial  court.  The 
Empress  is  represented  in  the  national  habit, 
wearing  those  unique  pearls  and  the  set  of 
sapphires  and  brilliants  you  have  heard  de- 
scribed as  rivalling  the  sun-gown  of  Peau 
d'Ane. 

And  now,  dear  Helen,  I  come  to  the  dear 
fourth  panel ;  how  dear  you  will  readily  con- 
jecture when  I  tell  you  that  it  includes  por- 
traits of  all  who  are  dear  to  me  on  earth  !  It 
represents  the  scene  at  my  sister  Leslie's,  of 
Marguerite's  introduction  to  my  family;  in 
Spring, — the  season  of  Hope, — how  appro- 
priate to  the  happiness  of  that  happy  mo- 
ment ! 

My  wife  selected  for  the  incident  of  her 
sketch,  the  benediction  so  strangely  bestowed 
upon  her,  by  my  good  old  guardian.  Little 
Dick  Leslie  is  beside  them,  struggling  from  his 
nurse's  arms  for  another  kiss  of  his  new  aunt ; 
and  the  contrast  between  the  curly  head  and 
glowing  face  of  the  child,  and  the  venerable 
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countenance  and  spare  form  of  Meredyth,  has 
been  pointed  out  to  me  by  the  artists,  as  an 
admirable  effort  of  art,  and  worthy  the  group- 
ing of  Rubens. 

What  requires  no  pointing  out,  is  the  ex- 
cellence of  likeness  distinguishing  you  all. — 
There  is  Rockingham,  to  the  life,  with  his 
gracious  and  courtly  air  de  grand  seigneur — 
and  her  grace  his  lady  wife,  all  goodness, 
serenity,  and  love. — There  is  Leslie,  with  his 
stern  forehead  and  expressive  mouth,  watching 
the  new  comer  with  the  eye  of  a  judge ;  and 
Mary  awaiting  his  judgment  with  submissive 
looks,  as  in  all  respects  the  criterion  of  her 
own. — In  short,  there  you  are  all ! — Lord  and 
Lady  George,  Maria  and  the  Archdeacon  ,| 
with  your  boy  and  Lady  Evelyn  introduced, 
by  way  of  gracing,  (and  charmingly  they  grace,) 
the  foreground,  though  neither  of  your  brats 
was  present  at  the  real  interview. 

Even  to  the  eye  of  a  stranger,  this  scene 
dHnterieur  is  positively  delicious.     I  know  not, 
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however,  how  we  could  have  converted  it  into 
spring,  (though  really  occurring  in  May,  as  a 
splendid  vase  full  of  lilacs  on  the  console^ 
purports  to  indicate,)  but  for  Marguerite's 
bright  idea  of  introducing  those  human  blos- 
soms— the  children  of  my  dear  sisters — to 
shed  the  charm  of  youth  and  infancy  upon 
our  family  group  ! — 

And  now,  if  you  please,  your  grace's  lily- 
white  hand,  that  I  may  conduct  you  into  Mar- 
guerite's drawing-room;  such  a  bower-chamber, 
I  promise  you,  as  was  never  before  devised 
for  a  lady  of  Elvinston.  You  remember  my 
sending  over  to  Whaley  a  provision  of  Kazan 
alabaster,  and  instructions  for  the  pounding  of 
the  same  into  stucco,  with  a  view  of  converting 
the  new  dining-room  of  the  castle,  into  a  Rus- 
sian hall  ?  Whaley  would  not  hear  of  it !  And 
he  was  right — for  the  thing  would  have  been 
inconsistent  with  the  roof  and  Saxon  windows. 

But  with  the  French  single  plate  glass  win- 
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dows  of  Marguerite's  drawing-room,  the  white 
stucco  is  in  fantastic  keeping ;  more  especially- 
painted  as  it  is  in  festoons  of  such  heavenly- 
roses  as  were  never  seen  out  of  Gulistan,  or 
heard  of,  save  in  the  poesies  of  Hafiz.  Scat- 
tered among  them,  and  gemming  them  fantas- 
tically with  dew-drops,  are  groups  of  sylphs 
and  Undines,  such  as  I  fancied  nothing  but  a 
German  imagination  could  have  compassed : — 
the  festoons  of  flowers  and  spiritual  beings 
vying  with  each  other  in  supernatural  grace. 

Nevertheless,  my  trusty  workmen  are  right 
good  EngUsh  artists  ;  and  T  cannot  help  fancy- 
ing that  their  admiration  of  the  true  spirit  of 
art  evinced  in  dear  Marguerite's  designs,  has 
stimulated  their  genius  into  unusual  efforts  to 
adorn  a  temple  dedicated  to  her  service.  I 
can  promise  you,  fair  sister  of  Rockingham, 
that  with  all  the  gorgeousness  and  good  taste 
of  your  many  mansions,  you  possess  not  a 
single  chamber   so  exquisitely  and   originally 
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elegant,  as  the  castle  in  the  air  I  have  cre- 
ated to  form  a  fitting  casket  for  my  jewel  of 
jewels. 

How  I  long  to  see  her  seated  on  the  sofa 
of  sea  green- silk  about  to  be  placed  there,  to 
receive  her  and  the  boy  on  their  inauguration. 
Titania  has  not  a  brighter  bower; — but  the 
best  bower  of  Titania  has  not  such  an  in- 
mate ! — 

The  white  scagliola  thus  painted,  has,  (as 
you  will  admit  when  you  see  it,)  the  effect 
of  the  finest  porcelain.  Imagine  therefore,  if 
you  can,  a  room  of  Sevres  china  of  exquisite 
dimensions,  overlooking  from  its  lofty  windows 
a  landscape  such  as  Claude  or  Clydesdale 
alone  can  supply,  and  you  will  behold  my  fairy 
gallery. 

"  But,''  I  hear  you  exclaim,  "  the  Western 
tower  has  three  rooms ;  which  you  told  us, 
were  hereafter  to  be  named  the  Lady  Mar- 
guerite's suite."  True ;  and  the  third,  Helen, 
as    originally    planned     was    an   oriel    cham- 
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ber,  an  oratory  to  be  fitted  up  with  the  fine  old 
walnut-wood  carvings  I  picked  up  two  years 
ago,  at  Utrecht;  and  was  intended  to  con- 
tain an  altar  and  prie  dieu.  It  will  now  con- 
tain all  that  is  holiest  to  my  protestant 
Marguerite ! — Your  pious  feelings,  my  dear  sis- 
ter, will  readily  supply  the  objects  likely  to  be 
sacred  to  her  own. 

Such,  is  the  surprise  I  am  preparing  for 
her  first  day  of  convalescence. — What  a  happy 
moment  for  both  or  rather  for  us  all;  for 
we  are  more  than  ^'  both'^  now.  I  have  a 
darling  son,  as  well  as  a  darling  wife.  You, 
Helen,  who  appreciate  the  grateful  and  affec- 
tionate nature  of  my  wife,  will  understand  the 
joy  I  am  about  to  derive  from  her  thankfulness 
for  a  new  token  of  the  devotion  of  every  feel- 
ing of  my  heart,  and  thought  of  my  mind. 

But  I  have  written  more  than  enough  per- 
haps to  weary  you. — Shall  I  own  the  truth  ? — 
I  have  been  beguiling  my  couple  of  hours  of 
exile  from  her  sick  room,  to  which  I  was  con- 


demned  by  the  nurse,  to  secure  her  some  re- 
freshing sleep ; — the  first  hour,  by  a  careful 
examination  of  my  bright  creation — the  second, 
by  describing  them  to  your  gracious  grace. 

Be  thankful !  You  would  otherwise  have 
had  to  wait  till  September,  for  a  notion  of  the 
first  effort  of  gallantry  of  your  affectionate 
brother. 
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LETTER  XLVI. 

FROM  COUNT  ALFRED  DE  VAUDREUIL  TO 
THE  BARONESS  VON  REHFELD. 

I  fully  understand,  my  charming  cousin, 
your  vexation  at  the  intelligence  communi- 
cated by  the  Countess.  But  I  need  not  tell 
you  that  my  good  aunt  is  declining  into  the 
narrow  vale  of  years;  and  that  the  adage  of 
once  a  woman,  and  twice  a  child,  holds  good 
even  where  both  the  first  and  second  child- 
hood are  spent  under  a  roof  graced  with  the 
escutcheon  of  the  Vaudreuils.  The  Abbe 
Chaptal  reigns  triumphant  in  her  house ;  and 
the  set  of  doting  dowagers  and  drivelling  old 
gentlemen  who  constitute  the  devotees  of  his 
Infallibility,  have  insinuated  all  sorts  of  absurd 
notions  into  the  head  of  my  worthy  aunt. 

You  accuse  me,  upon  her  showing,  of  com- 
promising the  reputation  of  your  step-daughter. 
Now    I    ask  you,   in   all   candour,   was   ever 
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woman  yet  compromised  by  any  follies  but 
her  own  ? — You  say,  that  it  is  my  pleasure  to 
afficher  the  young  Princess.  Verbiage,  my 
dear  aunt, — mere  verbiage  ! — Unless  Princess 
Gallitzin  chose  that  my  attentions  to'  her 
should  be  noticed,  do  you  suppose  that  I 
should  dare  to  make  them  noticeable? — You, 
so  well  acquainted  with  the  usages  of  the 
world,  are  as  well  aware  as  myself  that  by  a 
single  word  or  look,  a  married  woman  may  en- 
courage  the  attentions  paid  her,  or  put  a  stop 
to  them  in  a  moment. 

From  the  day  of  her  arrival  here,  the 
Princess  adopted  me,  as  the  most  available  of 
her  admirers  ;  and  Gallitzin,  aware  that  some 
man  must  afford  her  an  escort  in  society,  and 
unwilUng  perhaps  to  encourage  intimacy  with 
his  attaches  (whom  it  is  his  pleasure  or  policy 
to  reduce  to  the  position  of  upper  servants,) 
was  probably  satisfied  to  see  in  attendance  on 
the  Russian  Ambassadress_,  one  who,  last  sea- 
son, was  the  still  more  favoured  attendant  of 
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Madame.  The  Prince  is  too  clever  a  man, 
not  to  be  aware  of  the  advantage  to  be  ob- 
tained with  the  Faubourg  St.  Germain,  by- 
putting  forward  a  family  connection  with  one 
of  its  most  influential  members.  I  do  not 
hesitate  to  say,  that  from  my  friendship  and 
devouement,  the  Gallitzins,  on  their  first  arrival, 
obtained  an  immense  advantage.  I  can  assure 
you  that,  last  season,  the  poor  dear  Princess 
was  the  height  of  the  fashion, — the  idol  of 
Paris, — the  marvel  of  the  court.  Nay,  even 
at  the  beginning  of  the  winter,  nothing  could 
exceed  the  enthusiasm  of  which  she  was  the 
object,  both  at  the  Chateau  and  in  society ; — 
an  enthusiasm,  permit  me  to  observe,  created 
chiefly  by  my  influence.  If,  at  the  present 
moment,  though  the  Carnival  has  only  just 
concluded,  her  popularity  is  somewhat  on  the 
wane,  it  is  because  she  has  rashly  laid  aside 
her  leading  strings  before  she  was  strong 
enough  to  run  alone. 

I  need  not  describe  to  you  the  waywardness 
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of  her  character.  Of  all  human-beings,  I 
never  saw  one  so  confident  in  her  own  strength, 
or  so  persuaded  that  she  was  born  with  a  ca- 
pacity to  bear  the  world  upon  her  shoulders. 
What  man  can  bear  the  world  upon  his 
shoulders,  even  if  it  were  worth  bearing  ? — 
far  less  a  woman,  whose  philosophy  is  al- 
ways at  the  mercy  of  her  temper  and  feelings. 
The  woman  least  susceptible  in  either,  is  thin- 
skinned  as  a  poire  de  beurree  : — the  slightest 
touch  produces  a  bruise,  and  a  bruise  is  fatal. 
A  jealous  or  an  angry  woman,  loses  her  self- 
possession  and  good-manners  ; — losses  unpar- 
donable in  a  society  observant  as  ours  ! — 

The  moment  Princess  Gallitzin  became 
aware  that  a  syllable  of  blame  was  whispered 
against  her  by  la  bonne  compagnie,  she  took 
refuge  in  la  mauvaise.  When  the  strict  eti- 
quettes of  the  Chateau  took  exception  at  her 
innovations,  she  threw  herself  into  the  arms 
of  the  Palais  Royal.  Imagine,  if  the  utmost 
wildness  of  your  imagination  can  attain  such  a 
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flight,  an  Ambassadress  of  all  the  Russias 
consorting  with  the  Liberal  party,  and  fre- 
quenting the  Hotel  de  Rouilly — the  acknow- 
ledged foyer  of  all  the  political  frondeurs  of 
the  day  ! — 

Such  is  the  true  cause  of  your  lady  mother's 
displeasure  against  me.  Instead  of  really  dis- 
approving my  homage  to  your  step-daughter, 
she  thinks  I  ought  to  have  kept  her  in  the 
way  of  the  true  faith.  Hearing  on  all  sides 
expressions  of  amazement  at  the  independence 
of  tone  hazarded  by  Princess  GaUitzin,  she 
accuses  me,  as  the  origin  of  her  condemnation. 
My  dear  coz  ! — when  the  waxen  wings  of  Icarus 
melted  in  the  sun,  the  boldness  of  his  preten- 
sions was  alone  to  blame. 

Believe  me,  I  abhor  the  set  of  people  into 
which  the  Princess  has  derogated.  To  me 
nothing  can  be  more  oflFensive  than  a  clique 
that  affects  singularity  of  opinions  or  habits. 
In  a  society  so  far  advanced  in  civilization  as 
that   of  Paris,    one's   way   is   plainly   marked 
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down.  The  habits  and  opinions  of  society  are 
absolute.  All  infringement — all  innovation — 
is  an  impertinence. 

You  have  no  notion,  (you  who  beheld  Paris 
only  in  its  Faubourg  odour  of  sanctity,)  how 
strange  an  order  of  things  is  gradually  starting 
up  here  in  opposition  to  the  powers  that  be. 
The  Chaussee  d'Antin,  extinguished  for  a  time 
with  Napoleon,  has  by  degrees  re-organized  its 
modern  wealth  and  factitious  nobility ;  for  who  • 
can  pretend  to  repress  the  growth  of  either 
flowers  or  weeds  whose  roots  are  prospered  by 
an  engrais  of  gold? 

These  people  are  setting  up  a  rival  standard 
to  the  old  banner ;  the  men  in  politics — the 
women  in  fashion. — The  liberalism  engendered 
by  that  wretched  compromise  the  Charte,  has 
found  its  way  even  into  society ;  and  we  have 
now  a  constitutional  monarchy  of  the  ball 
room,  that  may  chance  to  bring  about  further 
revolutions. 

Well,  well!   'tis  a  pleasant  world,    so  long 
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as  one  looks  only  to  its  comic  side  I  I  admit 
that  the  absolutism  of  St.  Petersburg  disgusted 
me ;  and  that  I  was  the  first  to  point  out  to 
the  Lily  of  Rehfeld  the  odiousness  of  a  state 
of  things  where  all  was  espial,  treachery,  and 
denunciation.  But  reverse  of  wrong  is  not 
always  right;  and  there  exists  a  medium  be- 
tween the  Bastille  and  its  lettres  de  cachet, 
the  Council  of  Ten  with  its  pozzQ  and  piombi, 
St.  Petersburg  with  its  Siberia — and  the  sub- 
version of  social  order  which  beards  the  so- 
vereign in  parliament,  and  would  place  the 
aristocracy  of  wealth  on  a  level  with  the 
nobility  of  ancient  Europe.  As  I  said 
before,  I  abhor  a  set  of  people  who  fancy 
themselves  men  of  genius  merely  because 
astride  on  political  hobbies;  or  women  of 
genius,  because  the  said  men  and  their 
hobbies  are  subjected  to  their  leading  rein. 
It  is  not  I,  believe  me,  who  have  surrounded 
Ida  with  so  absurd  a  body  guard. 

Among  other  freaks  of  independence  ima- 
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gine  that  Princess  Gallitzin  saw  fit  to  select 
for  her  grand  ambassadorial  ball  of  the  carni- 
val, the  night  invariably  appropriated  by  the 
Dauphine !  The  inevitable  consequence  was 
the  absence  of  Madame ;  and  considering  the 
favour  with  which  Ida  was  received  last  year 
at  St.  Cloud  and  Rosny  (because  the  Coun- 
tess Auguste  and  myself  had  said  so  much 
in  her  favour,)  you  will  admit  such  an  over- 
sight to  be  somewhat  more  than  a  blunder. 

Her  fete,  however,  was  magnificent.  Though 
unwilhng  to  exercise  much  influence  in  the 
business,  lest  it  should  be  supposed  I  had  any 
share  in  the  original  suggestion,  I  took  some 
trouble  with  the  details.  Not  that  I  approve 
of  a  bal  costume  for  any  one  so  high  placed 
as  a  royal  or  diplomatic  host.  A  thousand 
disagreeable  quiproquos  may  arise,  for  which  he 
renders  himself  responsible.  It  is  too  hasarde 
a  pleasure,  methinks,  for  any  one  but  a  woman 
of  fashion  aspiring  to  notoriety. 

For  instance,    at  Princess   Gallitzin's   ball, 
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the  English  set,  chose  to  come  in  ancient 
Sarmatian  costumes,  representing  I  know  not 
what  patriotic  ballad  of  Niemciewicz,  or  Mic- 
kiewicz;  which  mauvaise  plaisanterie  has,  by 
this  time,  reached  the  Cesarian  ear  ;  and 
as  Nicholas  cannot  vent  his  indignation  on 
British  peers,  he  will  on  the  Russian  Prince, 
under  whose  roof  the  fantastic  trick  was  played. 
But  this  is  not  all.  The  Rouillys  and  the 
clique  of  the  Duchesse  de  C.  with  whom  the 
reckless  Ida  has  inextricably  linked  herself, 
thought  proper  to  get  up  a  representation 
of  the  court  of  Henri  III.,  the  most  bril- 
liant, but  historically  odious  of  the  courts 
of  France.  It  was  le  Roi  et  la  Ligue,  repre- 
sented by  a  society  in  which  there  exists  a 
stronger  confederacy  against  the  throne  than 
the  haughty  Guises ;  while  the  abominable 
Queen  mother,  with  her  virulence  of  religious 
intolerance,  stalked  and  talked  so  hideously 
like  the  Dauphine,  that  the  parody  was  un- 
mistakable. 
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You  may  imagine  the  cancans  to  which  these 
incidents  have  given  rise !  One  of  the  liberal 
papers,  or  rather  one  of  the  papers  which  lives 
by  extracting  scandal  out  of  politics,  gave,  a 
few  days  ago,  a  most  amusing  version  of  the 
affair.  The  Prince  and  Princess  are  wise 
enough  to  say  nothing — nothing,  at  least,  that 
transpires;  but  I  suspect  there  has  been  a 
serious  misunderstanding  between  them  on  the 
occasion.  The  lovely  Ida  persists  in  asserting 
me  to  be  the  offender,  by  whom  the  bal  cos- 
tume was  originally  planned  as  a  pleasant  se- 
quence to  our  old  tableaux  at  Schloss  Rehfeld. 
But  this  I  deny  !  The  tableaux  were  excel- 
lent there ;  but  if  I  ever  adverted  to  them, 
it  was  without  an  idea  of  promoting  a  repe- 
tition of  the  pleasure.  En  province,  any  attempt 
at  amusing  oneself  or  one's  neighbours,  brings 
its  own  apology.  But  the  attempts  of  private 
life  to  be  amusing  in  a  capital  where  every 
breath  one  breathes  contains  amusement,  are 
somewhat  out  of  place.     In  Paris,  I  should  as 
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soon  think  of  making  my  own  petits  pates  as  of 
exerting  myself  for  my  own  entertainment 

Entre  nous,  chere  Baronne,  if  you  retain  any 
influence  over  the  least  influentiable  of  her  sex, 
instead  of  writing  me  lectures,  warn  her  against 
burning  her  fingers  with  drawing  chestnuts 
from  the  fire,  never  intended  for  her  hand. 
Advise  her  to  leave  proselytism  to  those 
whose  business  it  is  to  make  proselytes.  The 
Emperor  of  Russia  has  agents  enough  in  Pa- 
ris, salaried  or  unsalaried,  to  do  the  work  of 
espionage,  and  extend  his  party  in  the  Cham- 
ber. As  surely  as  Princess  Gallitzin,  in  an- 
gling in  his  imperial  behalf,  attempts  to  hook 
so  large  a  fish  as  a  royal  frondeur,  or  so 
cunning  a  one  as  Rouilly,  she  will  be  drawn 
into  the  stream  by  the  weight  of  the  former  ; 
or  find  the  latter  break  away  with  her  tackle, 
leaving  her  helpless  on  the  shore.  Ask  me 
no  explanation  of  this  mysterious  hint :  but 
fare  you  well. 
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LETTER  XLVII. 

FROM  COUNT  ERLOFF  TO  VISCOUNTESS 
ELVINSTON. 

I  arrived  in  Paris  yesterday,  my  dear  sister, 
to  spend  a  few  days  with  my  grand-mother  on 
my  way  to  join  you;  your  husband^s  earnest^ 
invitations  having  determined  me  to  hasten  my 
journey.  He  seems  so  desirous  I  should  be 
present  at  the  christening  of  your  son,  that  I 
forestal  my  purpose  by  a  week  or  two.  In 
ten  days,  therefore,  you  will  find  me  at  your 
gate ;  overjoyed,  dear  Marguerite,  at  the  idea 
of  clasping  you  again  in  my  arms,  and  be- 
coming a  witness  of  your  happiness. 

As  regards  our  family  interests,  I  have 
nothing  agreeable  to  communicate ;  and  would 
rather  unburthen  myself  of  my  disagreeables 
from  home,   that  I  may  have  nothing  to  tell 
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when  we  meet,  likely  to  interpose  a  cloud  on 
the  countenance  of  either. 

In  the  first  place,  my  estate  of  Constantin- 
hofF  has  been  compulsorily  disposed  of;  the 
complexity  of  claims  on  the  property  having 
rendered  it  indispensable.  Sooner  would  I  have 
sold  myself  to  servitude,  than  that  one  rouble 
of  my  mother's  debts  should  fall  upon  her  hus- 
band. 

As  it  has  turned  out,  perhaps,  I  should 
have  better  served  the  interests  of  Baron  von 
Rehfeld  by  leaving  them  at  his  charge.  The 
sale  of  the  property  necessarily  produced  in- 
quiries which  so  drew  down  on  my  mother 
the  displeasure  of  the  Tzar,  that  the  Empress 
is  understood  to  have  received  orders  to  with- 
draw the  entrees  from  her ;  and  under  all  the 
circumstances,  if  not  recalled,  the  Baron  will 
find  his  position  at  court  sufficiently  un- 
pleasant. The  influence  of  his  wife  obtained 
his  appointment;  and  her  disgrace  will  proba- 
bly determine  his  resignation. 
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Better  so,  perhaps  !  My  mother  will  be 
happier  as  lady  paramount  in  the  chateau  you 
described  to  me,  dear  Marguerite,  in  such 
glowing  colours,  than  as  a  needy  dependant  on 
the  favours  of  the  court. 

Last  night,  I  underwent  the  ordeal  of  my 
first  presentation  to  the  critical  eye  of  the 
Hotel  de  Vaudreuil ;  and  the  venerable  Coun- 
tess was  obliging  enough  to  find  her  grandson 
of  twenty-two  a  considerable  improvement 
upon  her  grandson  of  twelve.  She  expressed 
herself  perfectly  satisfied  with  my  outward 
man.  All  her  good  humour  vanished,  how- 
ever, when  by  degrees,  the  untoward  state  of 
our  family  affairs  became  developed.  She  is 
furious  that  we  are  neither  so  rich  nor  so 
great  as  she  once  expected;  and,  possessing 
to  excess  the  organ  of  Order  so  predominant 
in  the  French,  has  no  pity  or  forgiveness  for 
that  speculative  love  of  show  on  the  part  of 
her  daughter,  which  has  so  often  unsettled  the 
fortunes  of  the  Erloffs   and  the   destinies  of 
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her  grand-children.  I  felt  ashamed,  however, 
for  the  first  time,  of  all  the  hard  things  I  have 
permitted  myself  to  say  of  my  mother,  on 
hearing  how  ill  they  sounded  when  pronounced 
by  herself. 

I  am  staying  at  the  Hotel  de  Vaudreuil; 
my  visit  to  Paris  being  too  limited  to  render 
its  formalities  insupportable.  Gallitzin  invited 
me  to  make  his  house  my  home ;  but  I  trust 
you  know  me  too  well  to  suppose  I  hesitated 
a  moment  in  my  refusal. 

I  am  just  returned  from  dining  there ;  hav- 
ing deferred  writing  to  you  till  I  could  give 
you  some  account  of  Ida ;  or  rather,  of  the 
brilliant,  the  fascinating.  Princess  Gallitzin ! 
Had  she  been  still  "  Ida'^  to  me,  I  am  not  sure 
that  my  account  would  have  been  much  to  be 
depended  on.  But  the  fashionable  Princess, 
the  proud  Ambassadress,  into  which  the  lovely 
and  gifted  girl  who  at  St.  Petersburg  ex- 
ercised so  strange  an  influence  over  my  feel- 
ings, has   suddenly  risen — or  fallen — is  to  me 


155 

even  less  than  any  other  woman  of  fashion, 
or  Ambassador's  Wife.  I  can  see  and  judge 
her  as  dispassionately  as  though  I  were  one 
of  the  marble  statues  of  the  hall  through 
which  she  passes  from  her  brilliant  saloon  to 
her  gaudy  equipage. 

Marguerite — it  is  this  woman^  and  not  you, 
who  should  have  been  my  mother's  daughter  ! 
Had  Princess  Gallitzin  and  Baroness  von  Reh- 
feld  been  bound  together  by  ties  of  blood,  as 
well  as  sympathy  of  character,  they  might  have 
achieved  an  influence,  such  as  modern  favour- 
itism never  yet  attained  !  But  there  was  a 
natural  antagonism  between  them — there  was 
mistrust — there  was  covert  hatred  !  They 
made  friends  of  each  other,  because  they  dared 
not  make  enemies.  They  served  each  other, 
only  to  serve  purposes  of  their  own.  Such 
compacts  are  neither  binding  nor  effectual. 
The  Princess  had  other  confidantes  in  Russia, 
besides  her  step-mother,  from  whom  she  ac- 
cepted advice,  and  to  whom  she  unfolded  her 
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opinions  far  less  guardedly.     By  this  oversight, 

and    by  means   of  Princess  W and   the 

MichaelofFskoi  party,  rumours  were  conveyed 
to  the  Emperor,  which  excited  his  serious  dis- 
pleasure ;  and  his  displeasure  once  excited, 
the  Baroness,  conscious  of  the  insufficiency  of 
her  influence  to  uphold  two  unpopular  persons, 
increased  the  mischief  by  throwing  over  the 
obnoxious  party,  as  a  vessel  in  a  storm  cuts 
away  its  rigging.  Such  is  my  deduction  from 
certain  indications  that  have  reached  me  from 
St.  Petersburg. 

Here,  the  decline  of  the  Gallitzins'  favour 
is  still  unsuspected.  Count  Nicholas  Tcher- 
batofF,  who  is  attached  to  the  embassy 
and  (who,  aware  of  my  aversion  to  my  mo- 
ther's marriage,  fancies  I  must  entertain  a  con- 
sequent antipathy  to  Baron  von  Rehfeld's 
daughter,)  has  been  already  diverting  me  with 
a  thousand  anecdotes  of  her  hauteur,  and  the 
unprecedented  system  of  etiquette  she  has 
introduced  into  her  household.     Attached  to 
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nobody,  Ida  attaches  no  one.  The  Prince,  to 
whom,  like  his  order  of  the  black  eagle,  she  is 
more  an  object  of  vanity  than  of  intrinsic 
value,  has  adopted  a  degree  of  ceremony  in 
his  household,  expressly  calculated  to  promote 
a  formal  distance  between  them  ;  and  the  heart 
which  affection  might  have  tended  to  soften, 
is  hardened  the  more  by  the  iron  pressure  of 
the  cuirass  thus  imposed  upon  its  impulses. 

Like  other  tyrants,  however,  she  wears  her 
cuirass  concealed;  and  had  I  not  been  ad- 
mitted behind  the  scenes  by  Tcherbatoff,  no- 
thing would  have  persuaded  me  but  that  the 
Princess  was  the  happiest  and  most  uncon- 
trolled of  wives. 

Of  her  beauty — her  elegance — I  could 
write  wonders ;  but  you  might  mistake  the 
language  of  enthusiasm  for  that  of  attachment. 
Yet  believe  me,  there  is  nothing  I  view  more 
coldly  than  an  elegant  woman.  She  who  de- 
votes a  large  portion  of  every  day  to  the  study 
of  dress,  is  incapable  of  good  feelings  or  noble 


purposes ;  and  an  overdressed  beauty,  is  in  my 
eyes  a  mere  puppet.  One  might  create  just 
such  an  angel  out  of  a  painter's  lay-figure. 

I  forgave  my  step-sister  her  perfection  of 
dress,  at  St.  Petersburg ;  fancying  that,  like 
your  own,  it  was  my  mother's  doing.  But 
when  I  saw  her  this  morning,  perfumed,  frilled, 
plaited,  frizzed,  flounced  for  the  interview  I 
had  requested,  till  she  resembled  a  model  for 
the  Journal  des  modes,  and  this  evening, 
covered  with  lace  and  jewels  arranged  with 
the  most  studied  originality,  I  felt  that,  if  such 
had  been  the  being  I  found  at  St.  Petersburg, 
hanging  with  you  over  your  work,  or  accom- 
panying your  sweet  voice  with  her  scientific 
chords,  I  should  never  have  suffered  myself 
to  become  enthralled  by  her  unequalled  powers 
of  fascination.  But  she  was  different  then. 
Her  manners  and  disposition  appeared  to  me 
girlish  as  your  own.  How  do  I  know,  how- 
ever, that  this  apparent  artlessness  was  not  a 
more  studied  effort  of  art  ? 
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Be  it  as  it  may,  I  am  now  as  safe  from  her 
influence,  as  though  she  were  old  and  withered 
as  my  unvenerable  grand-mother !  The  for- 
mal preparation  of  the  Princesses  mode  of  wel- 
come, convinced  me  how  much  more  she  cared 
for  the  impression  she  was  to  produce  upon 
me,  than  for  the  pleasure  of  seeing  me  again. 
To  charm  my  untutored  heart,  a  woman 
must  be  the  creature  of  impulse. — She  who 
rushes  forth  to  welcome  me  in  curl-papers,  is 
twice  as  lovely  in  my  eyes  as  one  fifty  times ' 
as  fair,  who  waits  to  be  prepared  by  the  hands 
of  her  coiffeur. 

I  fancied  that,  thus  heart-free,  I  should  be 
mind-free  in  Ida's  presence.  Caring  no  more 
for  her  parade  of  ambassadorial  dignities, 
than  for  the  similar  pretensions  in  a  different 
degree,  of  the  adjutant's  lady  of  my  regiment, 
personal  g^ne  appeared  impossible.  Neverthe- 
less, while  waiting  for  her  hour  of  audience, 
recollections  of  all  I  had  heard  from  TcherbatofF, 
would  recur   to   my  mind ; — and,    thencefor- 
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ward,  candour  was  impossible.  I  could  not 
refer  to  the  rumours  of  St.  Petersburg,  or  the 
remarks  of  the  attaches,  without  the  certainty 
of  compromising  persons  rash  enough  to  have 
confidence  in  my  discretion ;  and  the  mere  act 
of  concealment  produced  embarrassment ! 

I  consequently  reverted,  dear  Marguerite,  to 
you  ;  the  only  theme  on  which  we  could  fully 
sympathize  and  absolutely  concur.  She  re- 
peated to  me  all  her  recent  tidings  from  Scot- 
land :  and  truly  did  we  rejoice  together  over  the 
prosperity  of  your  destinies.  While  talking  of 
you  with  tears  in  her  eyes.  Princess  Gallitzin 
became,  for  a  time,  once  more  the  Ida  of  other 
days.  After  all^  no  one  can  pretend  to  deny 
that  she  is  singularly  beautiful ! 

To  me,  she  made  no  allusion  to  St,  Peters- 
burg ;  which  I  accepted  as  an  indication  that 
she  was  aware  all  was  not  well.  After  talking 
of  you  for  an  hour,  I  was  about  to  enter  into 
the  chapter  of  the  Hotel  de  Vaudreuil  when 
she  proposed  showing  me  her  house ; — a  cere- 
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mony  with  which  I  would  have  well  dispensed, 
since,  after  the  palaces  of  YousoupofF  and  Gal- 
litzin's  namesake  (though  not  relative,)  at  Mos- 
cow, I  was  impressed  only  by  the  limited  size 
of  the  state  apartments.  Two  objects,  however, 
they  contain,  which  struck  me  with  admira- 
tion;— pictures  by  Dubufe,  one  of  the  first 
artists  in  Paris,  of  the  Emperor  and  Empress 
of  Russia,  after  your  own  sketches ; — much 
the  best  likenesses  1  have  seen,  and  combining 
that  advantage  with  the  grace  of  first-rate 
art. 

As  we  stood  together  before  the  portrait  of 
the  Tzar,  there  inadvertently  burst  from  my 
lips  expressions  of  the  loyal  love  due  to  him 
from  my  father's  son.  To  my  great  surprise, 
the  Princess,  formerly  so  enthusiastic  in  his 
praise,  was  mute  as  marble ! 

*^  Have  I  said  a  word  too  much  V  cried  I, 
at  the  close  of  my  fervent  tribute  to  the  high 
courage  and  rigid  impartiality  of  Nicholas. 

"  A  little  !"  was  her  reply.     "  The  Emperor 
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is  too  hasty  a  judge  to  deserve  the  character  of 
impartial.  In  some  instances,  he  is  the  dupe 
of  his  own  prejudices.'' 

From  this,  it  was  clear  to  me  that  the 
Princess  is  aware  of  having  been  the  object 
of  his  displeasure.  No  woman  will  admit 
the  impartiality  of  one  who  has  judged  her 
severely. 

At  dinner,  the  whole  mission  was  assembled 
to  meet  me,  besides  a  numerous  party,  including 
the  two  Vaudreuils  and  several  strangers ;  and 
then  it  was  I  had  occasion  to  notice  the  state- 
liness  of  which  the  Princess  stands  accused. 
But,  however  unsatisfactory  to  the  attaches,  I 
can  understand  that,  with  a  husband  conside- 
rably more  than  double  her  age,  and  three  or 
four  young  fellows  as  cool  as  Tcherbatoff  cons- 
tantly about  her,  she  may  have  found  it 
necessary  to  assume  some  coldness  of  reserve. 
Thus,  at  least,  Alfred  de  Vaudreuil  explains 
away  the  charge. 

I  am  going  to-morrow  with  the  Marquis  de 
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Rouilly,  one  of  the  intimates  of  the  Princess, 
to  visit  the  various  military  depots  of  Paris. 
The  Vaudreuils  did  not  put  themselves  for- 
ward to  assist  me;  and  I  was  consequently 
grateful  for  her  offer  of  a  cicerone. 

I  rejoice,  my  dearest  sister,  to  learn  this 
evening  from  Ida  that  she  has  further  good 
news  of  you.  I  will  write  again  before  I  leave 
Paris.  You  can  scarcely  imagine  how  I  long 
to  behold  you  again.  All  I  see  and  hear  of 
other  women.  Marguerite,  fills  my  heart  with 
pride  in  the  best  and  dearest  of  sisters. 
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LETTER    XLVIII. 

FROM  VISCOUNT  ELVINSTON,  TO  THE   HON. 
MRS.    LESLIE. 

I  am  growing  so  uneasy,  on  Marguerite's 
account,  that  I  entreat  either  you  or  Helen, 
or  both,  to  set  off  for  Elvinston  immediately 
on  the  receipt  of  this.  Instead  of  recovering 
her  strength,  she  is  growing  weaker  and 
weaker,  under  the  influence  of  a  cough  from 
which  she  is  rarely  free.  Surely,  dear  sisters, 
your  experience  might  suggest  better  manage- 
ment, tending  to  her  relief? 

At  all  events,  your  presence  would  afford 
the  greatest  comfort  to  your  afflicted  brother. 


LETTER  XLIX. 

FROM  PRINCESS  PRASCOVIA  GALLITZIN  IN 
MOSCOW,  TO  PRINCESS  GALLITZIN. 

The  cold  letter  of  thanks  addressed  to  me, 
dear  sister  and  Princess,  by  one  who  writes 
in  your  name,  as  secretary  or  amanuensis, 
(whereas  the  late  Empress,  mother  of  Russia, 
my  illustrious  god- mother,  invariably  addressed 
me  in  her  own  hand  writing,)  shall  not  dis- 
courage my  efforts  of  sisterly  regard. 

I  promised  you  never  to  write  unless  I  had 
news  to  communicate.  I  have  now  to  acquaint 
you  with  the  recall  of  Baron  von  Rehfeld. 
For  an  appointment  of  scarcely  two  years^  du- 
ration, it  was  scarcely  worth  while  to  sacri- 
fice his  independence  by  marriage  with  an 
intrigante  !  My  intelligence  is  authentic ;  be- 
ing a  free-will  offering  from  your  cousin  Wil- 
helm,  who  appears  to  understand  how  much 
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1  am  interested  in  the  destinies  of  your  fa- 
mily. 

For  some  time  past^  the  favour  of  the  Im- 
perial court  has  been  withdrawn  from  the 
Baron  and  Baroness  von  Rehfeld;  and  for 
some  time  past,  the  disgrace  of  the  Prince 
and  Princess  Sergius  GaUitzin  has  been  ex- 
pected to  follow.  As  you  are  aware  that  my 
brother  has  no  dependance  but  his  diplomatic 
career,  and  may,  by  this  time,  have  learned  to 
conjecture  what  must  be  the  condition  of  a 
satellite  in  Russia,  from  which  the  Imperial 
sun  has  withdrawn  its  beams,  you  will  be 
perhaps  induced  to  regret  the  want  of  caution 
which  has  rendered  you  and  yours,  or  rather 
yours  and  you,  (for  in  all  this  you  are  se- 
condary) obnoxious  in  a  quarter  where  you 
must  please  to  live,  or  you  may  as  well  please 
to  die.  When  I  obtain  further  intelUgence 
likely  to  interest  your  feelings,  rely,  dear  Prin- 
cess and  sister,  upon  hearing  from  me  again. 
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LETTER  L. 

FROM  PRINCESS  GALLITZIN  IN  PARIS  TO 
PRINCESS  W.  IN  ST.  PETERSBURG. 

Your  hints,  my  dear  Princess,  fully  pre- 
pared me  for  the  intelhgence  which  a  letter 
from  my  father  to  Prince  Gallitzin,  has  just 
communicated — that  he  has  solicited  his  let- 
ters of  recall.  Before  this  reaches  you  he  will 
probably  have  taken  leave  of  St.  Petersburg. 

Having  now  some  experience  of  the  sweets 
of  diplomatic  life,  I  can  imagine  nothing  more 
refreshing  than  release  from  official  duties, 
performed  towards  ungrateful  and  ungracious 
superiors ;  and  truly  do  I  envy  my  father  his 
restoration  to  the  ease  and  independence  of 
home. — Schloss  Rehfeld  may  not  be  Tzarsko- 
gelo ;  but  there  he  is  at  least  its  master,  and 
his  own. 

If,  as  you  have  sometimes  assured  me,  he 


was  indebted  for  his  appointment  to  the  inte- 
rest of  his  wife,  he  is,  at  least,  equally  obliged 
to  her  for  his  relief  from  office.  Her  reckless 
administration  of  General  Erloff^s  estates^  the 
follies  she  has  sanctioned  in  her  son,  and  the 
evils  entailed  on  her  daughter  by  her  selfish 
extravagance,  so  tended  to  disgust  the  Em- 
peror, that  my  father  had  no  alternative  but 
to  obtain  his  recall. 

I  am  beginning  to  understand,  dear  Princess, 
your  former  assurances  that  the  chain  of 
favouritism  in  your  country,  (I  am  not  just 
now  inclined  to  call  it  mine,)  is  any  thing 
but  a  chain  of  roses.  As  regards  the  odious- 
ness  of  St.  Petersburg  as  a  residence,  we  have 
long  been  perfectly  agreed :  and  I  must  admit 
that  one  of  the  chief  advantages  attendant  on 
my  marriage  was  the  certainty  it  seemed  to 
convey,  not  only  of  quitting  Russia,  but  of 
a  prolonged  sojourn  in  the  most  charming 
city  in  the  world.  The  foreign  policy  of 
Russia  is  of  so  invariable  a  nature,  that  her 
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diplomatic  body  may  be  considered  permanent 
as  that  of  Austria ;  and  while  England  dis- 
places her  ambassadors  twice  a  year,  according 
to  the  changes  of  her  principles  of  adminis- 
tration, Russian  ambassadors  are  allowed  to 
grow  grey  in  the  country  to  which  they  are 
despatched  in  the  prime  of  life. 

I  trusted,  therefore,  that  the  well  knov.n 
zeal  of  Prince  Gallitzin  in  the  Emperor's  ser- 
vice might  secure  our  position  here  for  years  ^ 
to  come;  and  felt,  perhaps,  (as  Alfred  de 
Vaudreuil  sometimes  accuses  me)  as  if  he  had 
been  crowned  Sergius  I,  ambassador  of  Russia, 
to  the  court  of  the  Tuileries. 

I  am  now  beginning  to  surmise  the  existence 
of  such  things  as  imperial  caprices  ;  and  not  a 
courier  arrives  here  from  St.  Petersburg,  but 
I  feel  apprehensive,  when  he  drives  into  the 
court  yard,  lest  letters  of  recall  should  be 
contained  in  his  despatch  bag.  The  mere 
anticipation  suffices  to  damp  my  spirits  and 
zeal.     I  enjoy  every  pleasure  with  the  impres- 
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sion  that  I  am  enjoying  it  for  the  last  time. 
I  begin  to  see  Russia  in  perspective,  and 
tremble ;  for  Russia,  when  sailing  in  the  north 
of  the  Emperor's  opinion,  must  be  cheerless 
indeed !  This  idea  inspires  me  with  a  sort  of 
desperate  sense  of  enjoyment,  that  causes 
me  to  seize  upon  every  passing  pleasure  with 
the  grasp  of  a  drowning  man. 

Of  late,  I  admit,  these  pleasures  have  been 
fewer  and  further  between,  than  I  could  desire. 
You  are  not,  I  trust,  a  sufficiently  devout 
daughter  of  the  Patriarch  to  denounce  the 
impatience  with  which  I  have  been  submitting 
to  the  tardy  formalities  and  privations  of  the 
Greek  Lent.  Picture  to  yourself  my  vexation 
at  seeing  all  Paris  released  from  its  sackcloth 
and  ashes,  and  enjoying  its  Longchamp  and 
the  renewal  of  its  balls,  twelve  days  before  I 
could  obtain  Prince  Gallitzin^s  permission  to 
open  the  embassy  as  usual !  Himself  and  his 
household  being  of  the  patriarchal  church,  he 
had  no  indulgence  for  my  Lutheran  latitudes. 
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Though  forbidden  to  dance  at  home,  I 
rewarded  myself  by  joining  a  charming  ball 
given  on  what  the  Greek  kalends  assign  as 
Good  Friday,  by  the  Duchess  of  Orleans,  at 
Neuilly.  Alfred  de  Vaudreuil  assures  me  that 
Count  Tcherbatoff  and  his  brother  attaches, 
announce  that  the  displeasure  of  the  Emperor 
will  most  certainly  be  expressed  on  the  occa- 
sion ;  for  there  are  half  a  dozen  Russians  here 
whose  business  it  is  to  despatch  home  intel- 
ligence of  all  such  petty  crimes  and  misde- 
meanours; and  mine,  I  suspect,  are  duly 
noted  in  their  book.  Our  tardy  paschal  so- 
lemnities, however,  are  at  length  happily  over ; 
and  you  can  imagine  nothing  more  brilliant 
than  the  revival  of  Paris  with  its  spring-tide 
prospects,  and  April  weather. 

In  Russia,  I  admit,  the  spring-burst,  in- 
stantaneous as  if  accomplished  by  a  fairy  wand, 
is  exquisitely  beautiful.  During  the  few  days 
of  our  transit  last  year  from  St.  Petersburg 
to  the  frontier,  we  passed  from  the  depth  of 
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winter  to  the  height  of  summer.  But  what 
signifies  the  summer  season  in  a  country 
devoid  of  summer  pleasures  ?  To  avenge 
myself  upon  the  account  contained  in  your 
last  of  the  affronts  heaped  on  the  Baroness, 
(and  which  my  father,  though  you  do  not  say 
so,  must  have  been  compelled  to  share,)  allow 
me  to  excite  your  regrets  by  reminding  you 
of  the  dehcious  Bois  de  Boulogne,  in  which 
every  day,  of  this  delightful  weather,  I  enjoy 
my  delightful  ride,  on  my  favourite  Arab 
mare,  Katalba.  Your  delicate  friends  of  the 
faubourg,  Madame  de  Montecourt  among  the 
rest,  pretend  that  I  am  too  bold  a  horsewo- 
man ;  and  find  fault  with  my  having  enjoyed 
a  hurdle  race  with  my  quasi  brother,  Count 
Erloff,  and  quasi  cousins  the  Vaudreuils,  one 
morning  in  the  Bois  at  so  early  an  hour  that 
we  hoped  none  but  the  birds  were  astir  to 
chirrup  rumours  of  the  exploit. 

I   have  not,  however,  judged    it  necessary 
to    deprive    myself    of    my    rides    in     defe- 
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rence  to  their  squeamishness ;  for  after  a  gay 
ball,  or  the  heat  of  the  crowded  Opera,  no- 
thing can  surpass  the  refreshment  of  a  gallop 
home  from  St.  Cloud  through  the  Bois,  which, 
as  usual  at  this  season,  is  fragrant  with  the 
incense  of  myriads  of  violets. 

Alexis  ErlofF  came  hither,  three  weeks  ago, 
with  the  avowed  purpose  of  spending  a  day  or 
two  with  his  grand-mother,  on  his  way  to 
Scotland.  That  he  is  still  here,  proves  only 
that  he  has  discovered  in  Paris  all  the  charm 
to  which  you  and  I,  dear  Princess,  are  (un- 
luckily for  our  Muscovitism,)  so  grievously 
susceptible.  Lady  Elvinston  is  in  delicate 
health ;  and  Alexis  assigns  as  a  motive  for 
delaying  his  journey,  that  she  is  not  at  present 
strong  enough  to  support  the  emotion  of  seeing 
him.  Nobody  tells  half  the  truth  in  such 
matters  ; — far  less,  the  whole. 

The  fact  is,  that  Count  ErlofF  is  entranced 
by  the  Circean  charms  of  delightful  Paris,  and 
enchanted  by  his  first  glimpse  of  the  pleasures 
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of  society.  For  after  all,  Petersburg  and 
Moscow,  though  grand  and  imposing  as  capi- 
tals, have  nothing  that  can  be  really  termed 
society;  no  circle  in  which  intelligence  of 
mind  and  briUiancy  of  wit,  are  to  be  found  in 
combination  with  refinement  of  manners  and 
independence  of  opinion.  The  diplomatic 
world  may  enlarge  upon  the  delicacies  and 
difficulties  of  deciding  some  frontier  dilemma ; 
but  it  requires  centuries  of  civilization  and  all 
the  tact  which  they  create,  to  assign  the  exact 
boundaries,  enabling  the  two  great  worlds  of 
luxury  and  genius  to  dwell  together  in  amity ; 
a  fusion  rarely  achieved  without  cow-fusion.  I 
know  no  truer  criterion  of  the  state  of  civili- 
zation in  a  country,  than  the  terms  on  which 
people  of  talent  are  admitted  into  society. 
Russia  is  not  yet  forward  enough  for  a  grand 
seigneur  to  accept  the  company  of  a  man  of 
genius  on  any  other  footing  than  that  of  a 
protege. 

At  the  Hotel  de  Rouilly,  Alexis  ErlofF  sees 
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for  the  first  time  the  artist,  the  man  of  letters, 
the  orator,  hand-in-hand  with  the  aristocracies 
of  rank  and  fortune ;  and  the  sparkling  sherbet 
he  is  enabled  to  quaff  amid  such  associates,  is 
indeed,  somewhat  more  intoxicating  than  the 
barbarous  quass  of  Moscow.  As  he  candidly- 
exclaimed  the  other  night,  after  one  of  these 
reunions,  "  With  such  mental  excitement  as 
this  house  affords,  should  I  have  found  it 
necessary  to  fly  to  the  excitements  of  vice,  to 
relieve  the  monotony  of  existence  ?  Secure  of 
such  delightful  companionship,  never,  never, 
should  I  have  become  a  gambler  !" 

But  for  the  political  principles  of  this  agree- 
able mutual  friend  of  ours,  dear  Princess,  I 
should  say  with  Alexis,  why  did  not  such  a 
man  remain  in  Russia — teaching  to  St.  Peters- 
burg that  most  difficult  branch  of  learning — 
the  savoir  vivre  !  Perhaps  it  is  with  the  view 
to  improving  my  own  existence  there,  on  the 
recall  which  our  friends  are  so  eager  to  prog- 
nosticate, that  I  expend  so  much  of  my  time 
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in  attempting  the  political  conversion  of  the 
Marquis.  I  am  not  without  hope  of  modify- 
ing his  liberalism  to  a  point  that  may  render 
him  in  the  Chamber  an  important  partizan  of 
the  Russian  cause. 

Alfred  reminded  me  last  night,  amid  the 
usual  efforts  of  my  zealous  patriotism,  of  the 
fate  of  the  savant  at  St.  Petersburg,  who,  in 
attempting  to  fly  a  kite,  brought  down  a  thun- 
der storm  !  But  my  kite  affects  a  more 
modest  flight,  and  my  laurels  shall  shield  me 
from  all  electric  peril.  As  to  relinquishing  the 
society  of  such  companions  as  one  meets  in 
the  Rouilly  set,  because  the  Baroness  von 
Rehfeld  has  intimated  to  Monsieur  de  Vau- 
dreuil  that  they  are  in  mauvaise  odeur  at  the 
Anitschkoff,  were  I  to  comply  with  every  idle 
caprice  she  chooses  to  stamp  with  an  Imperial 
crown,  what  benefit  should  I  derive  from  my 
residence  in  this  happy  land  ?  Besides,  such 
is  the  insincerity  of  that  woman's  character, 
that  when  apparently  acting  in  concert  with 
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her,  I  am  still  forced  to  be  always  on  my 
guard. 

We  shall  be  spared  the  bore  of  St.  Cloud 
this  summer ;  the  Prince  having  promised  me 
an  excursion  to  Baden  Baden,  instead  of  our 
villeggiatura.  He  pretends,  indeed,  that  he 
has  negociations  to  transact  with  parties  who 
can  meet  him  at  Baden  without  exciting  sus- 
picion. But  I  suspect  he  is  apprehensive  that 
my  intimacy  with  so  many  persons  unpopular 
at  the  Tuileries,  may  have  caused  our  exclusion 
from  St.  Cloud ;  an  exception  which,  if  noticed, 
would  give  offence  at  home. 

Entre  nous,  notwithstanding  the  probability 
of  this,  to  escape  those  formal  parties  is 
to  me,  a  great  relief.  At  St.  Petersburg, 
the  formalities  of  the  court  were  endurable — 
for  there  was  nothing  better  to  amuse  one. 
Here,  every  thing  is  better  !  It  is  a  serious 
loss  to  have  a  whole  day  subtracted  from  one's 
pleasures,  in  a  city  where  every  hour — every 
moment — has     its    apportioned     charm.       A 
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thousand  occupations  have  arisen  for  me 
from  a  thousand  new  acquaintanceships ;  — 
dinners  at  the  Rocher,— parties  de  campagne^ 
practising  parties  for  the  Mazurka,  which  we 
are  trying  to  get  up  for  the  breakfasts  of  the 
Hotel  de  Rouilly ;  all  preferable  to  the  ceremo- 
niousness  of  a  royal  circle,  where,  as  Monsieur 
de  Rouilly  observes,  "  les  roses  sont  ou  soucis 
oil  pavots" 

To-night,  I  am  going  with  the  Rouilly s,  to 
the  Freres  Provencaux,  and  afterwards,  to  one 
of  the  petits  spectacles ; — a  charming  party,  in- 
cluding the  Vaudreuils  and  Alexis.  The  Prince 
is  engaged  to  an  official  dinner,  chez  le  Ministre 

de  Vlnterieur, 

*  *  ^  * 

I  have  been  debating  whether  to  send  this 
letter  as  it  stands ;  or  let  it  afford  confirmation 
of  the  axiom,  that  the  pith  of  a  woman's  letter 
is  in  the  postscript  ?  But  I  cannot  resist 
telling  you  that  the  "  charming  party'*  (to  dress 
for  which  I  left  my  despatch  unfinished),  has 
ended  most  disastrously ! 
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We  had  a  most  delightful  dinner.  Alfred,  by 
whom  it  was  ordered,  had  caused  the  room 
to  be  entirely  decorated  with  violets  in  compli- 
ment to  Madame  de  Rouilly,  Madame  Juste 

de  B 5  and  myself;  having  discovered  that 

we  had  agreed  to  wear  those  fleitrs  de  saison  in 
our  bonnets. 

Unluckily,  the  Prince  met  me  on  the  stairs 
as  I  was  proceeding  to  my  carriage ;  and  having 
been  apprized  by  TcherbatofF  (who,  from  his 
longer  residence  here,  is  always  intruding  some 
officious  and  specious  piece  of  advice,)  that  the 
violet  has  long  been  accepted  as  the  em- 
blem of  the  liberal  party,  from  some  absurd 
legend,  connected  with  Napoleon's  return 
from  Elba, — (a  thing  past  and  forgotten,  except 
by  a  superannuated  attache,  like  Tcherbatoff,) 
— requested  me  to  change  the  bonnet,  which  he 
assured  me  might  give  rise  to  unsatisfactory 
observations. 

You  will  readily  suppose,  it  was  a  matter  of 
perfect   indifference   to   me   whether,   on   any 


other  occasion,  I  wore  a  bonnet  trimmed  with 
violets  or  primroses  or  any  other  spring  flower 
or  weed.  But  I  was  vexed  at  being  obliged  to 
break  through  an  engagement  with  my  two 
friends,  in  so  mere  a  trifle ; — more  especially 
as  I  was  satisfied  that  Madame  Juste  would 
suspect  me  of  a  desire  to  eclipse  her,  by  as- 
suming a  dress  diff'erent  from  her  own ;  and  to 
avow  the  interference  of  the  Prince^  would 
have  been  too  mortifying.  I  made  my  appear- 
ance, therefore,  at  the  dinner  party  coiffee  en 
cheveux,  leaving  my  bonnet  at  home. 

I  could  not  have  done  worse.  The  innova- 
tion produced  inquiries  which  created  sus- 
picions ;  and  between  jest  and  earnest,  half 
the  secret  was  extorted  from  me. — ^'  Defense 
positive  de  porter  la  violet te,"  provoked  a  thou- 
sand hazardous  allusions,  and  though  I  flatter 
myself  of  being  as  independent  in  opinion  as 
is  compatible  with  official  service,  I  could  not 
approve  the  pertinacity  with  which  Madame 
Juste    and     one    or     two     others    kept    al- 
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luding   throughout  dinner   to  my  penance  of 
Imperial  subjection. 

At  length,  to  my  shame  be  it  spoken,  tears 
came  into  my  eyes ;  and  scarcely  was  the 
dessert  on  the  table,  when  Alexis  burst  forth 
into  expressions  purporting  to  reduce  at  least 
the  men  of  the  party  to  silence.  You  know 
enough  of  the  menage  of  our  friends  the  Rouillys, 
to  be  aware  that  there  exists  no  exorbitant 
excess  of  conjugal  affection  between  the  Mar- 
chioness and  her  husband.  It  must  conse- 
quently have  been  pure  perversity  that  put  it 
into  his  head  to  resent  the  words  of  Alexis, 
as  an  offence  towards  his  wife.  According  to 
Alfred  de  VaudreuiPs  version  of  the  business, 
he  has  Carnival  wrongs  to  expiate  towards  her, 
which  a  coup  d'epee  in  her  honour  atones  with 
interest. 

He  accordingly  spoke  a  significant  word  of 
rejoinder  to  Count  Erloff ;  although,  so  perfect 
is  the  high-breeding  of  the  Marquis,  that  every 
thing  passed  off  without  exciting  my  suspicions. 
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At  the  conclusion  of  the  dinner,  we  repaired, 
as  had  been  previously  agreed,  to  the  Vau- 
deville theatre ;  and  even  on  our  return  home, 
stopped  together  to  take  ice  at  Tortonis — all 
apparently  on  the  happiest  footing. 

Little  did  I  expect  that  a  mere  party  of 
pleasure  would  produce  such  evil  results.  But 
alas !  Alfred  de  Vaudreuil  has  just  visited  me 
with  the  sad  news  that  Alexis  has  been 
seriously  wounded  in  a  duel,  by  Monsieur  de 
Rouilly !  They  met  at  an  early  hour  in  the 
Bois,  Alfred  officiating  as  second ;  and  Erloff 
has  been  brought  home  in  a  precarious  state 
to  the  Hotel  de  Vaudreuil. 

Judge  of  my  despair !  As  if  it  were  not 
enough  for  Marguerite's  brother  to  meet  with 
mischance  on  my  account,  the  esclandre  of 
such  a  business  will  be  most  displeasing  to  the 
Prince — most  injurious  to  me  ! 

*  J^  ^  '?r  ^ 

Just  as  I  anticipated !  T  am  to  be  the  victim 
of  this  odious  quarrel.     The  Prince  protests 
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that  he  concluded  me  to  be  engaged  to  dinner 
at  the  Hotel  de  Rouilly — an  engagement  he 
disapproved  for  political  reasons ;  but  that 
fearing  to  provoke  the  charge  of  jealousy, 
which  I  once  hazarded  against  him  as  the 
origin  of  his  disapproval,  he  passed  it  over 
without  notice.  Had  he  been  aware,  he  says, 
that  it  was  at  a  cafe  our  party  was  to  assemble, 
he  would  have  issued  a  decided  prohibition. 
He  accuses  me  of  want  of  ingenuousness  in  the 
affair,  as  well  as  want  of  discretion. 

It  is  in  vain  I  assure  him  that,  within  the 

last  week,  the  immaculate  Duchess  de  C. 

has  given  a  dinner  at  the  Fr^res  Proven^aux, 
— Monsieur  de  Tcherbatoff  being  of  the 
party.  He  replies,  that  Madame  de  C —  is 
not  an  Ambassadress.  Even  when  I  plead 
that  the  Apponys  have  entertained  parties  at 
the  Rocher  since  we  have  been  here,  he  re- 
minds me  that  had  he  been  with  me,  the  case 
would  have  been  different;  but  that  for  a 
married  woman,  in  my  position,  to  dine  at  a 
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restaurant  without  her  husband,  is  contrary 
to  les  bietiseances.  In  short,  I  perceive  that 
he  has  already  had  his  lesson  from  TcherbatoiF; 
who,  as  the  intimate  friend  of  Alexis,  is  I  con- 
clude, irritated  by  his  misfortune. 

Were  it  not  for  the  harsh  manner  in  which 
I  am  judged  on  this  occasion,  the  wound  of 
poor  Alexis  would  have  occupied  all  my 
thoughts.  But  for  the  Prince  to  see  no  blame 
but  in  myself,  when  in  fact  his  own  absurdity 
about  the  bonnet  was  the  origin  of  the  evil, 
has  hardened  my  heart.  I  am  angry  with 
him — myself — the  whole  world  ! 

Tcherbatoff  has  privately  assured  the  Prince, 
that  nothing  would  have  been  easier  than  for 
Alfred  to  make  up  the  quarrel,  since  no  ill-  will 
previously  existed.  What  motive  can  he  have 
had  ?  Alas  !  I  tremble  to  think  of  all  these 
things !  As  I  am  sure  you  will  be  anxious 
to  know  the  sequel,  I  will  write  again  in  a  day 
or  two. 


THE    ambassador's    WIFE.  I85 


LETTER  LI. 

FROM  COUNT  ALFRED  DE  VAUDREUIL  TO 

THE  BARONESS   VON  REHFELD,   AT    SCHLOSS 

REHFELD. 

It  is  truly  vexatious  to  me,  dear  Baroness, 
to  find  that  my  good  aunt  has  most  injudi- 
ciously chosen  to  acquaint  you  with  ErlofFs 
petit  malheur.  It  would  have  been  better  that 
you  should  know  nothing  of  it,  till  he  was  well 
enough  to  write  his  own  account.  I  have  no 
fears  but  that  this  will  shortly  occur;  mean- 
while, be  assured  that  he  is  doing  well,  and 
an  object  of  solicitous  care  to  your  whole 
family. 

Your  excellent  but  prejudiced  lady-mother, 
has  doubtless  represented  the  matter  to  you 
in  the  light  in  which  it  is  her  pleasure  to  view 
it ;  and  which  is  altogether  unjustifiable  !  In- 
dignant at  the  injury  received  by  her  grand- 
son, she  persists  that  his  wound  originated  in 
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a  quarrel  with  the  Marquis  de  Rouilly,  for  the 
bright  eyes  of  Princess  Gallitzin^  whom  her  dow- 
ager twaddles  accuse  of  coquetting  with  both. 
Not  a  syllable  of  truth  in  all  this  !  I  was  pre- 
sent when  the  misunderstanding  took  place, 
which  arose  out  of  the  colour  of  a  bonnet  or 
flower — I  forget  which.  You  know  the  im- 
petuosity of  Alexis.  To  do  Rouilly  justice, 
nothing  could  exceed  the  grossness  of  the 
insult  which  his  wife  received  from  your  son : 
nor  was  there  any  alternative  but  fighting. 
Had  it  been  otherwise,  I  should  have  exerted 
myself  to  the  utmost  to  prevent  a  meeting 
fraught  with  consequences  disastrous  to  all 
parties.  Alexis  will  recover  from  his  wound 
long  before  the  Princess  recovers  from  the 
evil  reports  to  which  it  has  given  rise. 

With  the  formality  of  the  Emperor's  views 
on  such  subjects,  I  suspect  it  is  lucky  for  you, 
my  charming  cousin,  that  you  had  left  St. 
Petersburg  previous  to  the  arrival  of  the  news. 
But  to  you,  the  subhme  wrath  of  Nicholas  is 
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henceforward,  unimportant.  You  are  now  an 
Empress,  in  a  little  Russia  of  your  own  3  and 
the  Gallitzins  alone  remain  exposed  to  the 
double-edged  or  flaming  sword  of  Imperial 
displeasure.  Luckily,  the  Princess  has  high 
courage  ;  and  a  degree  of  spirit  which  ac- 
counts for  her  venturing  to  dine  au  cabaret,  and 
possessing  the  eye  and  hand  of  a  rifleman. 
Mais  que  voulez-vous  ? — Reflect  on  her  extra- 
ordinary modes  of  education ! 

I  shall  write  to-morrow,  a  further  account 
of  Alexis— who  is  proceeding  as  favourably 
as  possible. 


LETTER    LII. 

FROM  THE  HON.  MRS.  LESLIE  TO  SIR  THOMAS 
MEREDYTH. 

Would,  dear  Sir,  that  I  had  better  news  to 
communicate  !  But  on  our  arrival  we  found 
dearest  Marguerite  far  worse  than  we  ex- 
pected. I  had  attributed  Elvinston*s  anxiety 
to  over  affection ;  and  in  truth,  poor  fellow,  his 
mind  is  completely  overset.  But  it  is  fully 
accounted  for  by  the  apprehensions  of  the 
physicians.  Nothing  can  exceed  the  delicacy 
of  Lady  Elvinston's  condition.  All  their  hope 
is,  that  she  may  recover  sufficient  strength 
to  enable  her  to  visit  a  milder  climate.  The 
air  of  Clydesdale  has  proved  far  too  rude 
for  her. 

I  can  scarcely  describe  to  you  the  hectic 
beauty  of  our  poor  invalid  !  You  used  to  ad- 
mire the  soft,  brown,  spaniel-like  beauty  of  her 
eye.     Brightened  as  it  now  is  by  fever,  and 
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enhanced  by  the  unnatural  and  transparent 
whiteness  of  her  skin,  on  which  a  variable  tinge 
of  bloom  is  occasionally  perceptible,  I  tremble 
to  look  at  her.  A  super-human  beauty  seems 
to  have  already  invested  her  ever-angelic 
nature.  What  would  I  give  to  behold  my 
poor  sister,  at  this  moment,  coarse,  rough, 
robust,  without  a  trace  of  this  terrible  love- 
liness ! 

You  will  expect  me  to  tell  you  something 
of  the  boy.  Alas !  like  Elvinston,  I  have 
ceased  to  regard  him  with  pleasure.  I  fancied 
it  would  be  impossible  for  me  to  take  this  fu- 
ture representative  of  our  family  into  my  arms, 
without  emotions  of  triumph.  Instead  of  this, 
my  very  heart  was  drowned  with  tears  when 
he  was  presented  to  me  by  the  nurse.  I  could 
not  help  fancying  the  poor  infant  already  bereft 
of  a  mother's  care,  and  left  to  comfort  the 
affliction  of  the  most  unhappy  of  husbands. 
— Farewell,  dear  Sir,  I  will  write  again  in 
a  day  or  two. 
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We  are  hourly  expecting  the  arrival  of 
Marguerite's  brother  from  Paris;  though  I 
could  almost  wish  the  visit  deferred,  for  she 
is  in  no  state  to  support  the  smallest  agita- 
tion.— Farewell. 
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LETTER   LIII. 

FROM   ALFRED  DE  VAUDREUIL  IN  PARIS,  TO 
VISCOUNT  ELVINSTON. 

Alexis  is  anxious  my  dear  Elvinston,  that 
I  should  apologize  to  you  for  his  delay.  For 
a  week  or  two  to  come,  I  fear,  he  will  be  unable 
to  travel.  An  unlucky  coup  d'epee,  of  which  it 
will  be  as  well  to  say  nothing  to  the  Viscountess, 
is  the  origin  of  this  contre-tremps. 

You  know  his  head-strong  temper;  you 
know  his  passion  for  Princess  Gallitzin,  and 
her  insatiable  coquetry;  and  between  these 
two  ingredients,  what  so  easy  as  to  get  up 
a  duel?  Alexis  was  forced  to  go  out  with 
Rouilly — the  leader  of  the  most  factious  branch 
of  the  liberal  party  here  ;  with  whom  a 
quarrel  would  consequently  be  no  injury  to 
Alexis  in  the  eyes  of  the  Emperor,  had  the 


192 

dispute  regarded  politics  instead  of  the  fair 
fame  of  the  Russian  Ambassadress. 

Altogether,  it  is  an  unfortunate  affair,  and 
compromises  every  one  concerned  in  it.  For 
the  public,  never  satisfied  when  they  have  got 
a  good  thing,  not  content  with  the  scandal  of 
a  duel,  must  needs  aggravate  the  mischief  by 
pretending  that  the  dispute  arose  in  an  07'gie 
au  cabaret ;  in  which  Rouilly  permitted  himself 
to  indulge  in  observations  upon  the  impropriety 
of  the  Princess's  dress,  which  were  naturally 
resented  by  a  man  who  makes  no  secret  of 
being  at  her  feet. 

There  is  just  enough  truth  in  the  story  to 
make  its  falsehood  the  more  injurious; — and 
you  may  imagine  the  horror  and  indignation 
of  the  Hotel  de  Vaudreuil,  at  such  an  incident 
in  its  annals.  The  Countess,  already  displeased 
by  the  manners  and  habits  of  her  grandson, 
talks  about  les  maeurs  de  la  Regence  affected 
by  the  liberal  party ;  and  the  united  Inquisi- 
tion of  her   dowager  set  has  excommunicated 


the  poor  dear  Princess  as  a  woman  who  fences, 
smokes,  shoots  flying,  and  wins  a  hurdle  chase 
in  her  leisure  hours,  though  assuming  the 
greatest  hauteur  of  etiquette  in  her  tenue 
d' Ambassadrice,  Every  one  of  them  has  some 
anecdote  to  relate  of  the  lovely  Ida — phis  ou 
moins  vrai — but  alike  fatal  to  her  dignity,  if 
not  to  her  reputation. 

All  this,  my  dear  fellow,  strictly  between 
ourselves  !  I  judged  it  better  to  explain  to  you 
the  real  cause  of  ErlofF's  delay,  in  order  that 
you  might  prevent  the  newspapers  from  reach- 
ing the  hands  of  his  sister ;  for  1  sincerely  trust 
that,  by  this  time,  my  cousin  is  sufficiently 
recovered  to  read,  write,  and  amuse  herself, 
as  well  as  to  fulfil  her  habitual  vocation  of 
amusing  and  delighting  all  around  her.  I 
would  willingly  think  of  you  as  the  happiest 
of  men,  by  the  perfect  recovery  of  the  most 
perfect  of  wives. 

Believe  me,  my  dear  Elvinston,  I  envy 
Alexis  his  journey  to  the  north ;  and  would 
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fain  break  away  from  this  place,  and  accept 
your  kind  invitation  that  I  should  bear  him 
company.  But  alas  !  this  is  out  of  the  ques- 
tion. It  is  always  so  difficult  to  leave  Paris  ! 
Somebody  or  other  is  sure  to  have  claims 
upon  one,  rendering  it  impossible  to  move. 
I  do  not  mean  tailors  or  horse-dealers ; — but 
one  is  pretty  certain  to  owe  oneself  to  some  fair 
tyrant  or  other,  who  has  not  the  generosity 
to  lengthen  one's  chain. — Adieu. 
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LETTER  LIV. 

FROM  BARONESS  VON  REHFELD  TO  PRINCESS 
GALLITZIN. 

You  will  not  be  surprised,  after  hearing  that 
we  have  been  several  days  established  at 
Schloss  Rehfeld,  to  learn  that  I  have  scarcely 
strength  or  courage  to  take  up  my  pen.  You 
know  this  place,  Ida,  and  can  appreciate  all  I 
must  be  feeling  ! 

Under  all  the  circumstances  of  our  return, 
the  Residenz  became  so  insupportable  from 
the  number  of  officious  connections  of  the 
Rehfeld  family  crowding  round  me  with  con- 
dolences, that  I  implored  the  Baron  to  alter 
his  plans  and  proceed  at  once  home ;  more 
especially  as  the  grand  Duke  received  us  with 
any  thing  but  the  graciousness  due  to  a  man 
who  undertook  the  mission  to  Russia  solely 
at  his  Highnesses  solicitation.     He  was    even 
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unjust  enough  to  place  the  recall  of  the  Baron 
solely  to  my  account.  But  in  this,  he  acted 
upon  his  knowledge  of  the  feebleness  of  your 
father's  character.  The  Baron  has  become  so 
timid  from  having  been  placed  in  collision  with 
a  despot  like  Nicholas,  that  he  has  not  spirit 
to  assert  his  independence,  in  the  presence  of  his 
ungrateful  Prince.  After  all,  what  so  very 
alarming  in  the  pomps  and  glories  of  a  mere 
serenissime  of  the  Empire  ?  I  assure  you,  I 
felt  any  thing  but  extinguished  by  the  frowns 
of  the  Grand  Duke  ! 

Before  I  had  been  four-and-twenty  hours  in 
this  place,  however,  I  heartily  repented  my 
rashness  in  persuading  the  Baron  to  quit  the 
little  capital,  where  one  was  at  least  surrounded 
by  civilized  beings.  Do  you  remember  that, 
at  St.  Petersburg,  I  used  sometimes  to  advo- 
cate the  cause  of  Schloss  Rehfeld  against  you 
and  Alfred  de  Vaudreuil  ?  My  dear  Ida,  I 
talked  as  women  are  apt  to  do — on  a  subject 
of  which  I  knew  nothing  !     Schloss  Rehfeld, 
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arranged  for  the  reception  of  a  brilliant  party, 
—  Schloss  Rehfeld  rendered  endurable  by  the 
society  of  a  few  people  of  the  world,  was  a 
very  different  spot  from  the  dreary  old  barrack, 
it  now  presents  to  my  endurance ; — a  culprit 
in  solitary  confinement,  in  the  midst  of  woods 
displaying  scarcely  a  vestige  of  foliage  ;  and 
flowerless  gardens,  ornamented  by  the  ghost  of 
a  dilapidated  fountain;  mildewed  apartments 
to  reside  in,  and  by  way  of  attendance,  bumpkiu 
servants  who,  fly  before  one's  face,  as  though 
one  had  taken  the  Chteau  by  assault  and 
entered  it  over  a  breach. 

Heavenly  powers  ! — what  a  prison ! — and 
how  little  did  I  appreciate  your  patience,  in 
having  supported  it  so  long — or  your  merit 
in  becoming  even  what  I  found  you,  amid  the 
rudenesses  and  vulgarities  of  such  provincial 
obscurity ! 

After  all,  poor  Moreau  had  really  excellent 
qualities  and  effected  wonders  here.  I  miss 
her   exceedingly.       Her    tact   and   good   will 


managed  to  keep  out  of  sight  a  thousand 
disgraceful  evidences  of  German  want  of  de- 
cency and  refinement.  Nor  can  I  help  recall- 
ing with  shame  and  regret,  now  that  our  es- 
tablishment is  of  necessity  so  contracted  as  to 
bring  constantly  before  me  the  discomforts  of 
the  place,  the  obligingness  which  caused  her 
accident,  when  carrying  down  my  chess-box 
and  work-box,  during  the  preparations  for  our 
departure  for  St.  Petersburg.  Would  I  could 
only  behold  preparations  for  departure  in  this 
house  again  ! 

I  scarcely  dare  look  forward  !  The  idea  of 
a  whole  summer  spent  at  Schloss  Rehfeld, 
overwhelms  me  with  despair.  Not  a  human 
being  with  whom  it  is  possible  to  converse — 
not  a  single  luxury  to  render  solitude  support- 
able— not  even  a  book  to  read  !  One  misht 
as  well  ask  for  a  roe^s  egg,  even  at  the  Resi- 
denz,  as  a  new  French  novel ;  and  the  mouldy 
old  library  here,  looks  only  fit  for  the  loft  of  a 
cathedral. 
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If  you  did  but  know,  Ida,  how  I  envy  you  ! 
For  you,  at  least,  I  have  provided  happier 
destinies  than  for  myself !  My  own,  I  shudder 
to  think  of.  Even  the  company  of  the  Baron 
would  be  a  relief;  but  after  his  long  absence, 
your  father  has  so  many  interests  and  avoca- 
tions here,  connected  with  his  estate,  that  he 
has  no  leisure  for  home ;  and  I  have  scarcely 
patience  to  see  that  he  is  positively  pleased  to 
be  once  more  in  this  horrible  place  !  Such  i^ 
the  happiness  of  feeble  characters.  Such  the 
beatitude  of  mediocrity,  content  with  medi- 
ocrity ! 

The  relief  which,  for  a  moment,  I  anticipated, 
of  an  excursion  to  Carlsbad  in  the  summer 
will  I  see  be  denied  me ;  for  the  affairs  of  the 
Baron  are  so  thoroughly  disorganized  by  the 
enormous  sum  he  was  forced  to  levy  to  supply 
the  noble  dowry  I  persuaded  him  to  bestow 
upon  you,  as  well  as  by  the  ruinous  cost  of 
his  estabhshment  at  St.  Petersburg,  the  ar- 
rangements  of  which  were  calculated  with  a 
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view  to  a  long  residence  in  Russia,  that  it  will 
be  impossible  for  him  to  encounter  the  ex- 
pense of  a  second  household,  for  some  time  to 
come.  He  assures  me  that,  notwithstanding  his 
fine  rental,  he  has  not  a  florin  at  his  dis- 
posal. I  suspect,  that  his  nephew,  who  is 
now  on  hostile  terms  with  him,  is  doing  his 
utmost  to  increase  the  inconvenience. 

Conceive,  therefore,  I  entreat  you,  the  horror 
of  a  series  of  years,  in  the  decent  interment 
of  Schloss  Rehfeld,  without  one  pleasant  object 
for  contemplation. 

I  have  serious  thoughts  of  proposing  a  journey 
to  Paris,  to  visit  my  mother,  whom  I  have  not 
seen  these  two  years ;  and  perhaps,  prolonging 
my  expedition  as  far  as  England,  to  see  my 
dear  Marguerite  in  her  new  country.  A  year's 
absence  would  be  rather  an  economy  than  an 
expense  to  the  Baron ;  but  this  project  is  at 
present  completely  en  Fair. 
I'  *  J  One  of  my  numerous  annoyances  in  this 

place  arises  from  the  tone  of  authority  assumed 
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by  the  old  servants  ;  whom,  (having  resumed 
their  places  at  the  head  of  the  establish- 
ment during  our  absence,  my  own  invaluable 
maitre  d'hotel  having  declined  to  accompany 
me  back  to  Germany,)  I  am  for  the  present 
obliged  to  tolerate.  I  can  assure  you  that  the 
old  woman  who  was  formerly  your  father's 
nurse  and  who  looks  like  a  vivification  of  Rem- 
brandt^s  portraits,  received  me  as  though  she 
were  the  Baroness  von  Rehfeld  and  I  a  stran- 
ger. Je  lux  en  fais  mon  compliment !  The  old 
woman  was  your  nurse  too,  I  find,  as  well  as 
the  Baron's,  which  gives  her  a  double  title  to 
authority.  But  on  this  she  does  not  insist ; 
for  I  find,  that  ever  since  your  marriage  with 
a  foreigner  and  heretic,  old  Sara  and  her 
pastor  have  dismissed  you  from  their  good 
graces.  So  they  would  me  from  Schloss 
Rehfeld,  T  doubt  not,  were  it  in  their  power. 
I  almost  wish  that — but  no  matter  ! 

I  was  about  to  inquire  of  you  what  is  worn 
in  Paris  this  spring,  in  the  way  oi  peignoirs 
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and  cornettes.  But  of  what  use  to  ask  the 
question  ?  Who  is  there  here  to  appreciate 
one's  taste  ?  At  St.  Petersburg,  there  was  at 
least  the  Empress.  But  were  you  to  des- 
patch all  Paris  in  a  packing  case  to  the  Resi- 
denz  you  would  gratify  only  the  custom-house 
officers.  At  Schloss  Rehfeld,  even  their  ap- 
proval would  be  wanting. 

I  have  little  doubt  that  Prince  Gallitzin  will 
throw  upon  my  shoulders  an  undue  share  of 
the  blame  which  the  Emperor  seems  disposed 
to  attach  to  our  united  families.  But  before  he 
married,  or  accepted  his  appointment  to  Paris, 
he  knew  as  well  as  I  did,  the  exact  amount 
of  my  influence  ;  and  that  it  was  of  a  nature, 
on  ceasing  to  be  advantageous,  to  become  a 
serious  disadvantage.  For  Nicholas,  like  most 
persons  who  have  recourse  to  secret  pohcy, 
has  no  forgiveness  for  those  who  attempt  the 
exercise  of  similar  manoeuvres  upon  himself. 
Any  thing  resembling  stratagem  or  secret 
influence,    of  which  he  is  the  object,  is  re- 
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volting  to  him  ;  on  the  principle,  perhaps,  that 
sweets  are  nauseous  to  the  confectioner.  It 
was  the  rumour  of  a  poHtical  correspondence 
between  us,  whispered,  in  the  first  instance 
1  suspect  by  Princess  W.,  which  first  excited 
his  displeasure.  A  hint  of  this  was  given 
me  by  one  of  the  MichailofF  set  ;  and  I 
consequently  lost  no  time  in  having  it  inti- 
mated that  the  correspondence  thus  denounced 
contained  nothing  more  perilous  to  the  state  than 
details  of  Parisian  fashions  for  the  amusement 
of  the  Empress  ;  when  lo  !  to  my  great  surprise, 
this  was  accepted  as  a  still  greater  offence  than 
the  suppositious  state  papers  for  which  your 
packets  of  broderies  and  ribbons  had  been  at 
first  mistaken  !  From  that  moment,  no  chance 
of  patching  up  a  peace.  My  position  became 
too  disagreeable ;  and  your  father  had  only  to 
demand  his  letters  of  recall. 

Take  it  from  me.  Princess,  that  no  Russian 
ambassador  can  ever  long  retain  his  post  in 
Paris,  London,   or  Vienna,  unless  he  have  a 
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brother  in  the  imperial  household,  or  coadjutor 
in  the  imperial  cabinet.  Half  the  communica- 
tion between  these  courts  and  that  of  St.  Pe- 
tersburg, must  always  be  ex-official.  But  it 
must  not  pass  through  the  hands  of  a  woman. 
The  Emperor  is  a  Hercules,  who,  in  matters 
of  government,  will  never  exchange  his  club 
for  a  distaff. 

At  all  events,  though  your  letters  need  no 
longer  contain  le  Journal  des  Modes,  oblige 
me  with  les  cancans  of  Paris,  as  some  sort  of 
relief  to  the  cawing  of  the  Rehfeld  rooks  !  If 
you  could  only  understand  the  ennui  which  over- 
powers my  mind,  or  rather  the  desperation  of 
impatience  I  feel  when  moping  in  my  bergere ; 
looking  out  on  the  sunshine  glaring  upon  the 
fields,  and  listening  to  those  wretched  birds 
who  seem  to  rejoice  at  the  return  of  spring  as 
if  such  creatures  had  the  pretension  of  enjoy- 
ment ! 

I  have  indifferent  accounts  of  Marguerite, 
who  appears  to  have  taken  cold  in  her  confine- 
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ment.  But  Lord  Elvinston  writes  coldly  and 
briefly;  and  I  am  looking  forward  to  the 
visit  of  Alexis  to  his  sister  for  more  detailed 
news  of  her  health.  Should  any  reach  you  in 
the  interim,  mention  them  in  your  next. 

Your  father  is  absent  with  his  foresters.  I 
have  therefore  no  message  from  him.  He  is 
far  from  being  in  good  spirits,  and  has  become 
more  taciturn  than  ever,  now  that  conversation 
might  be  a  relief.  I  could  almost  fancy  that  his 
return  to  Schloss  Rehfeld  conveyed  as  unwel- 
come reminiscences  to  him,  as  impressions  to 
me.  Heigho ! — to  think  that  this  letter  will 
reach  Paris,  while  its  writer  remains  a  fixture 
at  Rehfeld  \^Ow€h! 
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LETTER    LV. 

FROM  MADEMOISELLE  THERESE    MOREAU  IN 
PARIS  TO  PRINCESS  W.  IN  ST.  PETERSBURG 

Madame  la  Princesse, 

You  will,  perhaps,  be  displeased  at  the 
liberty  I  take  in  intruding  upon  your  time. 
But  having  at  command  the  same  sure  channel 
of  correspondence  enjoyed  by  her  excellency 
Princess  Gallitzin,  and  remembering  with  plea- 
sure the  kindly  notice  I  used  to  receive 
from  you,  when  you  were  in  Paris,  and  I 
domesticated  in  the  Hotel  de  Choisy,  I  throw 
myself  on  your  goodness  to  forgive  a  presump- 
tion instigated  by  affection  for  her  excellency 
Princess  Gallitzin,  whom  I  was  the  original 
means  of  presenting  to  your  acquaintance. 

Of  all  her  friends  or  associates  in  St.  Pe- 
tersburg, you,  Madam,  are  the  only  one,  of 
whom  I  ever  heard  her  speak  with  confidence 
and   regard.     The    Princess    respects   equally 
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your  independence  of  opinion  and  refinement 
of  taste;  and  is  above  all   grateful   for   your 
kindness,  previous  to  her  extrication  from  an 
unhappy  home.     You  have,    therefore,    some 
influence  over  her  mind.     She  is  not  an  ame- 
nable person.   Early  supremacy  produced  early 
self-reliance;    audit  was  only  by  aggravating 
that    fault    by    new  concessions,   that   I  was 
enabled  to  obtain  sufficient  influence  over  her 
feelings   to    complete    her    education    in    th*e 
points  insisted  upon  her  by  her  father.     Ac- 
customed to  the  well-established  courtesy  of 
Parisian  life,    I  had  not  the  courage  for  the 
stormy  passions  which  must  have  accompanied 
an  exercise  of  authority  sufficient  to  break  her 
aspiring  spirit;    or  for  the  religious  controver- 
sies   which   must  have  ensued  between  two 
persons  of  opposite  creed,  had  I  called  in  the 
aid  of  the  only  arm  strong  enough  to  subdue 
the  unruliness   of  a  perverse  temper,    in  the 
person  of  her  Pastor. 

I    say  this,  Madam,  in  extenuation  of  my 


own  apparent  weakness  in  having  suffered  the 
contraction  of  such  faults  of  character  as  de- 
prive me  of  all  influence  over  her  who  was 
once  my  pupil,  and  is  now  completely  my 
mistress.  I  trusted  to  the  reaction  of  her 
own  splendid  abilities  and  the  coercion  of 
civilized  life,  to  render  my  lovely  charge  as 
reasonable  and  well-bred  as  she  was  bold  and 
aspiring.     But,  alas  !  I  trusted  in  vain. 

I  admit  my  fault. — There  are  certain  spirits 
which  not  even  the  pressure  of  the  mass 
suffices  to  subdue.  The  Ambassador's  Wife 
remains  the  wilful  Lily  of  Rehfeld ,  with  whose 
waywardness  I  bore  too  patiently,  so  long  as 
it  instigated  only  opposition  to  her  step-mo- 
ther, hauteur  to  her  poor  old  governess,  or 
coldness  towards  the  friends  I  pressed  upon 
her  notice.  But  now  that  her  Excellency's 
eccentricities  have  become  injurious  to  herself, 
now  that  her  faults  of  character  are  working 
her  ruin — I  tremble.  Madam,  at  the  results  of 
my  own  weak  subservience. 
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In  my  fault,  or  my  repentance,  you,  Madame 
la  Princesse,  can  feel  little  interest.  I  adduce 
them  only  in  extenuation  of  the  failings  of  the 
young  Princess  ;  and  as  a  plea  for  venturing  to 
intreat  your  interposition  in  her  favour. 

Alas !  Madam,  my  poor  Ida  is  on  the  eve  of 
a  precipice  ! — She  has  been  trusted  and  tempted 
with  power  beyond  the  strength  and  capacity 
of  inexperienced  girlhood ;  and  the  greatness 
of  the  delegation  has  even  weakened  a 
judgment  which,  but  for  this  premature  stress 
upon  its  powers,  would  have  expanded  into 
strength  and  greatness. 

Here,  she  has  been  surrounded,  or  let  me  use 
the  true  word,  she  has  surrounded  herself,  with 
bad  advisers.  The  friendship  of  the  Hotel 
de  Choisy  she  refused,  as  not  sufficiently  fa- 
shionable for  her  taste ; — the  intimacy  of  the 
Hotel  de  Vaudreuil  she  rejected,  as  tiresome  and 
officious.  The  Prince  himself,  on  their  arrival  in 
Paris,  hastened  to  present  her  in  a  circle  com- 
bining the  highest  ton  with  the  most  polished 
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corruption ;  and  when,  jealous  of  her  success  in 
the  world  and  resentful  of  the  supremacy  to 
which  she  aspired  in  her  double  capacity  of  a 
beauty  and  an  ambassadress,  these  people  be- 
gan to  treat  her  less  regardfuUy,  she  was 
at  the  mercy  of  the  first  agreeable  circle  which 
opened  its  arms  to  her  on  terms  of  her  own 
dictation. 

This,  Madame  la  Princesse,  was  one  espe- 
cially recommended  to  her  by  yourself;  and 
acquainted  as  you  are  with  the  supreme  agre- 
ment  of  the  Hotel  de  Rouilly,  it  will  not  surprise 
you  to  learn  that  her  Excellency  found  there  a 
compensation  for  the  slights  of  the  greater 
world  whose  impertinence  she  had  provoked. 

But  the  Hotel  de  Rouilly  of  to-day  is 
no  longer  the  one  with  which  you  were 
acquainted.  At  the  time  of  your  sojourn  in 
Paris,  the  Rouillys  shared,  with  many  other 
persons  of  high  consideration,  the  animosity  of 
the  court;  and  it  may  usually  be  observed 
that  persons  in  overt  opposition  to  any  consti- 
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tuted  authority,  excluded  from  and  yet  covetous 
of  public  distinctions,  are  apt  to  adopt  or 
accept  even  ineligible  modes  of  notoriety. 

The  Marquis  de  Rouilly,  a  mere  boy  at  the 
period  of  the  restoration  of  the  Bourbons,  can- 
not have  derived  from  his  pagehood  in  the 
court  of  Napoleon,  any  very  decided  politi- 
cal tendencies.  Belonging  however,  by  birth- 
right to  the  liberal  party,  and  entitled  by  his 
noble  fortunes  to  a  prominent  place  in  society, 
he  has  assumed  a  somewhat  perilous  post  in 
the  lists  of  fashionable  notoriety,  and  affected 
to  give  the  law  in  matters  of  usage,  where 
it  is  usually  taken  ;  because,  derived  by  all 
people  ranking  high  in  the  world,  from  the 
authority  of  the  court. 

Forgive  me  if  I  am  tedious  in  these  exposi- 
tions. I  am  desirous  of  affording  an  extenuating 
origin  to  the  peculiarities  of  a  friend  of  your 
own. 

The  habits  of  the  Hotel  de  Rouilly  are  not 
those   of  the   Faubourg  St.    Germain.       The 
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manners  of  the  Faubourg  are  immutable ; — 
those  of  the  Rouilly  cUque  a  compendium  of 
the  customs  of  foreign  countries.  England, 
Russia,  Italy,  have  each  contributed  their  share 
to  the  habits  of  a  house,  which  might  have 
done  better  to  remain  exclusively  French. 
Monsieur  and  Madame  de  Rouilly  feel  them- 
selves accountable  to  no  one.  He  is  a 
man  of  talent  and  a  roue  with  the  best 
head  and  worst  heart  in  the  world ;  she,  a 
pretty  thoughtless  woman,  who  retains  of 
her  brief  reign  over  the  heart  of  her  husband, 
only  the  worldly  views  and  insatiable  love 
of  pleasure  with  which  he  inspired  her. — In 
the  Marquis,  these  levities  are  modified  by 
first  rate  abilities  and  high  ambitions; — in 
his  wife,  they  degenerate  into  the  empty  frivo- 
lities of  a  woman  of  fashion,  and  not  of  the 
high  caste  which  carries  its  own  apology. 

Such  companions.  Madam,  you  will  allow, 
were  perilous  examples  for  Princess  Gallitzin  j 
so   young — so  beautiful — so   ill    prepared    by 


THE    ambassador's    WIFE.  213 

early  training  for  the  ostensible   position  she 
has  been  called  to  occupy.     They  gave  her  no 
bad  advice — would  that  they  had  ! — for  admce 
is  a  thing  which  Ida  was  never  yet  prevailed 
upon  to  follow ;  but  they  afforded  her  example, 
the     most     pernicious    of  lessons    when  the 
examplars    are   of  a   fascinating   nature.      At 
the  Hotel  de  Rouilly,  I  find,  the  utmost  free- 
dom  of  political   and    religious   discussion  is 
promoted,  with  all  the  power  of  the  first  talent 
of  the   day.     Women   distinguished  by  their 
beauty   and    men   eminent   for   their   talents, 
unite  to  impart  a  grace  to  certain  levities  of 
manner   and   habits,    which   the    French   call 
foreign,   and  which   foreigners  invariably  call 
French.  Mesdames  de  Choisy  and  de  Vaudreuil, 
with    many  others  of  the  old  school,  regard 
with  disgust   the  fatal  charm  of  this  modern 
freedom.     But  how  are  we  to  wonder  that  a 
lovely  girl,  devoid  of  domestic  sympathy,  (for 
the   Prince  is   as   far   removed   from   her  by 
difference  of  years  as  by  the  peremptory  na- 
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ture  of  his  official  interests,)  should  have  been 
readily  influenced  by  persons  so  attractive  ; 
who  not  only  placed  themselves  at  her  feet, 
but  readily  adopted  into  their  circle,  every  in- 
dividual likely  to  enhance  its  attractions  in  her 
eyes?  To  what  motive  the  Count  de  Vau- 
dreuil  was  indebted  for  his  entree,  it  is  difficult 
to  conjecture ;  his  poUtics  being  so  totally 
opposed  to  those  of  the  Marquis.  But  the 
tennis  court  and  jockey  club  bring  many  ex- 
tremes into  coUision  ;  and  I  have  reason  to  be- 
lieve that  the  intimacy  of  Count  Alfred  at  the 
Hotel  de  Rouilly,  existed  long  before  the  arrival 
of  Her  Excellency.  Why  they  should  have 
applied  to  you.  Madam,  for  an  introduction 
to  Princess  GalHtzin,  is  to  me,  an  unfathom- 
able mystery. 

Till  the  arrival  of  Count  ErlofF,  however 
unfortunate  the  infatuation  of  the  Princess  for 
a  society  calculated  to  excite  a  prejudice 
against  her  in  the  mind  of  the  Emperor,  no 
incident  had  occurred  likely  to  expose  her  to 
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the  animadversions  of  society.  But  the  reck- 
less manners  of  the  Count,  and  to  do  him 
justice,  let  me  add  the  generous  frankness  of 
his  character,  could  scarcely  fail  of  bringing 
about  some  catastrophe.  His  eyes  were  soon 
opened  to  the  devotion  of  Monsieur  de 
Rouilly  to  his  step-sister ;  as  vv^ell  as  to  the 
jealousy  of  the  Marchioness,  not  of  her  hus- 
band, but  of  Count  Alfred,  who  is  said  to  have 
been  her  former  admirer.  I  have  reason  to  be- 
lieve that  he  remonstrated  with  her  Excellency, 
with  brotherly  regard,  concerning  the  evils  all 
this  might  entail  upon  her;  and  it  is  possible, 
Ida  may  have  allowed  his  remonstrances  to 
transpire ;  for,  from  that  time^  there  was  dis- 
union and  evil- will  among  the  parties. 

Your  familiar  acquaintance  with  the  Parisian 
world.  Madam,  will  readily  bring  to  your  re- 
collection, a  certain  Lady  Fauconberg  and 
her  daughters,  whose  withering  bon  mots  have 
thrown  more  than  one  manage  into  disorder. 
To  them,  it  appears,  the  Princess  is  peculiarly 
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obnoxious,  as  the  means  of  withdrawing  the 
Count  de  Vaudreuil  from  their  society.  Dis- 
appointed in  their  expectations  of  becoming, 
through  Count  Alfred,  the  intimate  friends  f 
her  Excellency,  they  have  become  her  vindic- 
tive foes.  To  these  people  who,  in  pure  levity 
of  gossip,  have  injured  many  a  fair  reputation, 
are  attributed  the  scandalous  version  of  a  duel 
which,  believe  me,  originated  solely  in  the 
circumstances  I  have  detailed.  Where  people 
are  disposed  to  quarrel,  any  pretext  will  serve. 
The  colour  of  a  flower  afforded,  in  this  instance, 
grounds  for  a  challenge.  All  the  details  that 
may  have  reached  you  of  an  insult  arising  out 
of  scenes  of  intemperance  and  indecorum,  are 
utterly,  utterly  false  ! 

I  address  myself  to  you,  Madame  la  Prin- 
cesse,  in  the  earnest  hope  of  interesting  you 
to  circulate,  by  your  high  authority  in  St. 
Petersburg,  the  contradiction  of  these  shameful 
rumours.  The  influence  of  your  character  and 
station,  will  afford  vital  aid  to  the  career  of  th« 
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Princess.  But  I  have  a  still  more  important 
service  humbly  to  implore  ;  even  a  letter  from 
yourself  to  my  dear  pupil,  the  Princess,  ac- 
quainting her  with  the  prevalence  of  reportsf 
seriously  injurious  to  her  character,  and  the 
prospects  of  his  excellency  her  husband.  Your 
authority  in  a  matter  oi  ton  will  necessarily 
weigh  more  strongly  with  her  than  mine  ;  and 
on  learning  from  you  that  these  wild  dinners 
and  suppers,  these  equestrian  feats  in  the  Bois,. 
and  shooting  parties  au  tir,  are  decidedly  mau- 
vais  genre,  she  will  be  perhaps  induced  to 
relinquish  her  present  habits  and  companion- 
ship, adopted  in  the  mere  caprice  of  the 
moment  amidst  the  exaggerated  dissipation  of 
the  Carnival. 

This  is  no  moment  for  the  aristocracy  of  any 
country  to  degrade  itself  in  the  eyes  of  the  people 
by  social  irregularities.  Above  all,  the  lawless 
spirit  of  Paris  requires  to  be  intimidated,  not 
by  the  strong  arm  of  authority,  but  by  the 
imperative  influence  of  moral  strength  in  the 
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higher  classes.  There  is  something  more  than 
contempt  in  the  laugh  with  which  the  popu- 
lace contemplates  just  now  the  follies  of  its 
superiors  : — there  is  menace  ! 

Pardon,  Madam,  I  entreat,  this  long  letter. 
The  subject  of  it,  is  nearest  my  heart ; — and 
I  have  no  other  means  of  exercising  my  good 
offices  in  the  city  which,  henceforward,  must 
arbitrate  the  destinies  of  one  whose  good  gifts 
and  attractions  render  her  only  a  more  promi- 
nent mark  for  the  envenomed  shafts  of  slander. 

Deign  to  accept  my  humble  apology,  and  the 
assurance  of  my  profound  respect. 
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LETTER  LVI. 

FROM    VISCOUNT  ELVINSTON  TO  THE  COUNT 
DE  VAUDREUIL. 

My  Dear  Vaudreuil, 

Your  account  of  ErlofF's  mischairce,  falls 
unheeded  amid  ray  own  severe  afflictions — for* 
Marguerite  is  dying !  Her  precarious  con- 
dition precludes  all  hope.  Had  her  brother, 
as  might  have  been  naturally  expected,  hast- 
ened to  Scotland  instead  of  loitering  at  Paris, 
he  would  have  seen  her  alive — comforted  her 
last  hours— and  escaped  the  hazard  and  shame 
of  a  foohsh  quarrel,  for  a  heartless,  I  had 
almost  written  worthless — woman  ! 

I  shall  take  the  precautions  you  suggest, 
that  the  heart  of  his  beloved  and  incomparable 
sister  be  spared  the  knowledge  of  his  danger. 
It   may  be   as   well,  also,   to  spare  him  the 
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intelligence  of  her  approaching  end.  My 
sisters  are  with  her.  Heart-broken  as  I  am, 
you  will  kindly  dispense  with  further  details. 
Write  again  speedily ;  and^  if  possible,  with 
better  news. 
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LETTER   LVll. 

FROM  PRINCESS  GALLITZIN,  IN  PARIS,  TO 

BARONESS      VON     REHFELD,     AT      SCHLOSS 

REHFELD. 

If  I  delay,  my  dear  Baroness,  to  answer 
your  letter,  you  will  perhaps  imagine  that  the 
murmurs  it  contains  never  reached  me.  I 
fully  sympathize  in  your  ennui,  as  an  inhabitant 
of  Schloss  Rehfeld.  Still,  it  does  not  strike  me, 
that  you  would  have  been  happier  if  exiled 
to  your  son's  estate  of  ConstantinhoiF;  though, 
even  that  retreat  from  the  displeasure  of  the 
Emperor  has,  I  am  assured,  been  disposed  of. 

The  evils  of  your  position  appear  irreme- 
diable ;  affording  one  among  ten  thousand 
instances  where  people  have  to  pay  the 
penalty  late  in  life,  of  too  free  an  enjoyment 
at  a  former  period.     But  for  such  chequers  in 


our  destinies,  the  dispensations  of  providence 
in  this  world,  might  appear  too  unequal ! 

On  mentioning  to  the  Prince  the  contents 
of  your  letter,  I  was  in  expectation  that,  from 
the  long  intimacy  existing  between  you  and 
the  claims  of  General  Erloff's  memory  upon 
his  friendship,  he  would  have  hastened  to  offer 
you  an  asylum  under  his  roof,  as  long  as  you 
felt  inclined  to  accept  it.  To  my  great  amaze- 
ment, he  lost  not  a  moment  in  apprizing  me 
that,  whenever  it  pleased  you  to  visit  Paris, 
the  doors  of  the  Russian  Embassy  must  neces- 
sarily be  closed  against  a  person  so  odious  to 
the  Emperor.  I  was  at  liberty,  he  said,  to 
see  you  at  the  Hotel  de  Vaudreuil,  or  wherever 
else  I  pleased  ;  but  not  in  a  house  of  his  ! 

Such  is  the  stability  of  worldly  friendship ; 
—or  rather  such  the  difference  between  friend- 
ship and  confederacy  !  I  once  believed  you  to 
be  friends.     1  admit  my  error. 

I    ought    perhaps,   to    be    less    surprised 
at  all  this  ;    for  my   own  experience  of  the 
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hollow  nature  of  worldly  aifections,  has 
already  taught  me  many  a  bitter  lesson.  How 
often  have  I  heard  the  French  praised 
for  the  cordiality  of  their  manners. — Mere 
artifice !  Their  pretended  warmth  purports 
only  to  beguile  unwary  natures  into  laying 
themselves  open  without  reserve.  To  un- 
bosom one's  heart  on  the  temptation  of  this 
seeming  candour,  is  suicide — moral  suicide ! 
Do  what  you  will,  these  people  look  on  with 
indulgence  ;  but  with  the  action,  the  indul- 
gence disappears,  leaving  behind  the  utmost 
bitterness  of  criticism  !  If  you  only  knew  how 
wantonly  those  persons  have  dared  to  judge 
me,  who  affected  to  place  themselves  slavishly  at 
my  feet  without  daring  to  lift  their  eyes  to 
my  level — you  would  admit  that  your  world  of 
Paris  is  scarcely  less  cruel  in  social  life,  than  in 
political. 

From  Monsieur  de  Vaudreuil,  you  have 
already  heard  that  your  son  is  all  but  con- 
valescent.    In    a   week's   time,    Count   ErlofF 


224 

will  be  able  to  depart  for  Scotland,  without 
a  trace  left  of  his  disaster.  It  is  I  alone  who 
have  sustained  an  irreparable  injury ;  yet 
must  remain  here,  to  combat  the  unfair 
interpretations  of  society.  Not  that  I  blame 
Alexis.  He  behaved,  as  he  always  does,  with 
spirit,  frankness,  and  generosity.  If  he  did 
not  pause  to  consider,  as  Monsieur  de  Vau- 
dreuil  would  have  done,  that  an  injudicious 
friend  is  sometimes  the  worst  of  foes,  it  is 
because  he  is  susceptible  of  nobler  impulses  of 
nature. 

The  political  aspect  of  Paris  grows  daily 
more  alarming  ;  nor  do  I  contemplate  with 
much  regret  the  diminution  of  favour  shown 
me  this  year  by  the  royal  family ;  as  it  would 
grieve  me  to  become  interested,  by  more  in- 
timate communication,  in  the  destinies  of 
those  who  seem  intent  upon  precipitating 
themselves  and  their  country  into  an  abyss 
of  ruin.  The  Bourbons,  who  took  no  warn- 
ing from  the  first  revolution,  will  scarcely  take 
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the  advice  necessary  to  secure  them  from  a 
second.  Their  hour,  I  greatly  fear,  is  approach- 
ing.— 

Though  forbidden  by  the  Prince  to  return 
to  the  Hotel  de  Rouilly,  (a  prohibition,  which 
I  hold  to  be  mainly  the  origin  of  the  evil 
reports  in  circulation  against  me,)  I  am  still 
sufficiently  open  to  the  approach  of  those  who, 
belonging  to  no  party,  have  their  eyes  on  the 
proceedings  of  all,  to  hear  indications  of  a. 
coming  storm  which  may  only  too  soon  ex- 
plode over  this  devoted  kingdom. 

I  hope  to  learn  shortly,  that  you  are  better 
reconciled  to  Schloss  Rehfeld ;  for  the  Countess 
Auguste  being  on  the  eve  of  her  departure,  as 
usual  in  the  month  of  May,  for  her  nephew's 
Chateau  in  Burgundy,  (which  I  understand 
to  be  many  degrees  more  lonely  and  comfort- 
less, than  your  present  abode,)  and  our  poor 
dear  Marguerite  being  ordered  to  a  milder 
climate,  there  appears  no  resource  but  resig- 
nation to  an  inevitable  evil. 

L.    S 
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You  are  fully  justified,  I  admit,  in  remind- 
ing me  of  my  former  impatience  of  home. 
The  solitude  of  Rehfeld  and  the  cawing  of 
the  rooks  was,  if  possible,  still  more  hateful 
to  me,  two  years  ago,  than  now,  to  yourself. 
But  the  follies  of  the  world  have  taught  me 
wisdom.  Splendid  servitude  has  reconciled 
me  to  homely  independence  ;  and  the  struggle 
of  the  evil  passions  of  society,  to  the  monoto- 
nous simplicity  of  a  more  tranquil  life.  I  could 
bear  with  Schloss  Rehfeld  now  !  Any  thing 
rather  than  hollow  magnificence  which,  though 
your  own  means  may  have  called  it  into  ex- 
istence, you  are  grudgingly  permitted  to  share. 

This  last  phrase  will  startle  you  with  the 
conviction  that  I  have  at  length  tardily  and 
unwillingly  recognized  Prince  Gallitzin's  mo- 
tive in  seeking  my  hand  to  have  been  less  my 
intrinsic  merit,  than  the  possession  of  a  dowry 
indispensable  to  his  interests.  It  was  merely 
to  enthral  my  weak  vanity  he  pretended  such 
singular  admiration  of  my  talents  and  accom- 
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plishments  ; — it  was  simply  to  secure  the  Empe- 
ror's interference  with  my  father,  that  he  point- 
ed them  out  to  Nicholas,  as  eminently  grati- 
fied to  adorn  and  utilize  the  pomps  of  diplo- 
matic life.  Both  were  taken  in  the  snare — 
the  discriminating  Tzar,  the  vain  Ida  von  Reh- 
feld  ; — and  the  object  of  the  ambitious  intrigant 
was  accomplished ! 

That  the  abilities  he  pretended  to  admire 
were  valueless  in  his  eyes,  is  sufficiently  proved* 
by  the  arbitrary  manner  in  which,  from  the 
moment  of  our  arrival  here,  he  dictated,  even 
in  the  most  trivial  particular,  the  line  of  con- 
duct I  was  to  pursue.  I  have  little  doubt, 
these  miseres  were  not  less  peremptorily  dic- 
tated to  his  Excellency.  But  since  he  knew 
himself  to  be  a  mere  slave  of  the  Cabinet  at 
home,  why  inveigle  me,  by  pretences  of  con- 
fidence reposed  in  me  by  the  Emperor,  and 
the  credit  I  was  to  derive  from  my  skill  as  a 
negociatress  ?  Who,  that  lias  any  experience 
of  Russian  tactics,  would  dream  of  giving  more 
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credit  for  ability  to  any  of  its  agents,  than  to 
the  senseless  plough-share  obeying  the  guidance 
of  the  master  hand  ? 

On  this  point,  I  am  thoroughly  disabused ; 
and  to  have  been  so  blind  a  dupe,  proves  me 
to  be  weaker  and  more  insignificant,  than  the 
feeblest  of  those  whose  eyes  it  was  my  am- 
bition to  dazzle  with  my  palms  and  laurels  ! 

Can  you  wonder  that,  with  such  bitterness 
of  mortification  in  my  soul,  I  should '  discry 
peace  and  happiness  at  Schloss  Rehfeld?  Here, 
my  life  is  wretched  !  Perpetual  reproof  from  St. 
Petersburg  has  soured  the  temper  of  Prince 
Gallitzin.  All  that  was  once  coldness,  has 
become  harshness ;  and  the  stern  hauteur  I 
used  to  admire  as  an  accessary  of  official 
dignity,  becomes  revolting  now  that  it  serves 
to  chill  the  comfort  of  my  own  fireside.  We 
meet  only  when  the  forms  of  society  require 
our  being  seen  together ;  but,  at  all  other  mo- 
ments, bitterly  am  I  made  to  perceive  that 
I  was  sought  by  this  cold-blooded  calculator 
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merely  as  the  stepping  stone  to  his  fortunes ; 
and  that,  not  having  secured  his  footing  as 
he  anticipated,  I  am  become  an  incumbrance, 
indeed ! 

I  may  have  failed  to  accomplish  all  the  ob- 
jects of  the  Prince.  I  may  have  proved  an 
incompetent  agent,  in  the  crooked  paths  of 
diplomatic  policy.  But  I  have  erred  because 
swayed  by  the  uncautionable  and  uncontrollable 
feelings  of  girlhood.  The  very  youthfulnesi? 
which,  for  all  others  constitutes  a  charm,  has 
consequently  become  a  fault  in  the  eyes  of 
my  husband ;  and  he  would  prefer  to  see  me 
old  and  ugly,  if  cool  and  artful,  than  endowed 
with  all  the  charms  and  truth  of  unguarded 
youth. 

Under  such  circumstances,  what  happiness 
can  I  find  at  home — what  enjoyment  abroad  ? 
I  never  return  from  my  gay  engagements, 
without  expecting  to  be  saluted  on  my  own 
threshold  with  tidings  of  our  recall,  communi- 
cated with  all  the  virulence  of  a  man  of  baffled 
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has  lost  its  attraction.  My  rides  in  the  Bois, 
my  pleasant  parties,  have  ceased  to  charm  ;  and 
the  brilliant  Opera,  the  dazzling  soiree,  pass  be- 
fore my  eyes  like  the  unreal  illusion  of  a 
dream ! 

Whichever  way  I  turn,  all  is  perplexity — all 
mortification  and  care  ! — The  insulting  faces 
of  those  Fauconbergs  meet  me  at  every  turn, 
as  if  triumphing  in  the  cruel  injury  inflicted 
upon  us  by  their  bitter  kinsman  Lord  Mon- 
tagu ;  who  had  scarcely  returned  to  England, 
before  he  rose  in  the  House  of  Lords  to  expa- 
tiate upon  the  foreign  policy  of  Russia,  in  one 
of  his  able  sarcastic  speeches ;  expressly  al- 
luding to  the  appointment  of  Prince  Gallitzin, 
who,  by  the  aid  of  a  pretty  and  artful  wife,  was 
to  extend  the  Russian  party  in  Paris — ^just  as 
the  French  Ambassadresses  dispatched  by  Napo- 
leon for  that  purpose  to  the  Court  of  Alex- 
ander, are  known  to  have  served  the  purposes 
of  France  in  St.  Petersburg. 


THE    ambassador's    WIFE.  231 

This  attack^  probably  the  mere  effusion  of 
party-feehng,  is  attributed  by  the  Prince  to 
personal  resentments,  produced  by  my  insult- 
ing conduct  towards  the  family  of  Faucon- 
berg. 

Admit  that  it  is  enough  to  disgust  me  with 
society,  to  have  my  most  trifling  actions  thus 
magnified  into  importance  !  Every  word,  bow, 
smile  of  mine,  must  be  so  calculated  as  to 
avoid  all  possibility  of  offence  to  those  who* 
may  not  be  offended.  I  must  submit  to 
cringe  to  the  insolent,  and  bear  with  the 
malevolent,  lest  my  enemies  should  become 
the  enemies  of  Russia  !  Oh  !  for  the  humble 
independence  of  private  life  !  Oh  !  for  the 
privilege  of  avowing  my  honest  feelings,  and 
exhibiting  my  honest  resentments  1  This 
caution,  this  cunning,  these  mean  and  paltry 
acts,  abstract  all  enjoyment  from  the  sphere 
of  life,  to  achieve  and  secure  which,  I  must 
submit  to  their  degrading  exercise  1  Believe 
me,  dear  Baroness,  I  am  little  to  be   envied. 
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Anxious,  harassed,  miserable,  not  a  human 
being  on  whose  affection  I  can  lean  for  com- 
forts ; — not  a  friend,  on  whose  counsel  I  can 
rely !  Poor  Therese  is  the  gossip  of  the 
Choisy  set — Monsieur  de  Vaudreuil  the  ser- 
pent which  not  even  the  peace  of  Paradise 
could  disarm  of  its  venom.  No, — I  have  not  a 
single  friend !  Despise  me  as  you  may  for 
the  pitiful  avowal ;  but  I  say  to  you, — as  I 
say  hourly  in  the  depths  of  my  heart — "  Would, 
would  that  I  had  never  quitted  Schloss  Reh- 
feld  1"— 

Tell  this  to  my  father.  Perhaps,  it  may  solace 
him  in  his  humiliation.  Tell  it  to  old  Sara, 
it  may  possibly  appease  her  animosity.  Tell  it  to 
my  good  Pastor ; — and  oh  !  that  it  may  induce 
him  to  intercede  in  my  behalf,  for  the  mercy 
and  protection  of  Heaven  ! 
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LETTER  LVIII. 

FROM  THE  DUCHESS  OF  ROCKINGHAM, 

ELVINSTON  CASTLE,  TO  SIR  THOMAS 

MERYDITH,  IN  LONDON. 

Rejoice  with  us,  dear  Sir,  my  poor  sister  is 
showing  some  slight  symptoms  of  improvement. 

The  genial  mildness  of  the  weather  has  done 
wonders  for  her  ;  and  the  physicians  assure 
Elvinston  that  if  no  check  should  throw  her 
back,  towards  the  end  of  the  month,  she  may 
with  safety  be  removed  to  London  on  her  way 
to  a  milder  climate. 

Still,  we  only  rejoice  with  trembling  at  the 
hopes  unfolded  by  this  announcement.  Her 
condition  is  so  fragile  that,  to  look  at  her, 
you  might  imagine  her  already  a  being  of 
another  sphere;  nay,  it  may  appear  mere 
superstition,  dearest  Sir,  but  in  every  word 
uttered  by  Marguerite  there  breathes  so  angeUc 
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a  spirit,  that  I  can  scarcely  persuade  myself 
the  still  belongs  to  this  earth. — Such  forgetful- 
ness  of  self — such  consideration  for  others,  such 
impassioned  yet  holy  tenderness  for  my  bro- 
ther— such  dread  of  increasing  his  affection 
for  her  at  the  moment  when  she  is  satisfied 
that  they  are  on  the  eve  of  separation. — But 
I  have  not  courage  to  dwell  upon  these  things  ! 

And  then,  the  earnestness  with  which  she 
strives  to  interest  us  in  behalf  of  her  child ; — 
the  almost  playful  arts  by  which,  when  her 
enfeebled  strength  admits  of  her  entering  into 
conversation  with  Mary  and  myself,  she  tries 
to  indicate  the  course  she  wishes  pursued  in 
his  education  when  she  shall  be  no  more, 
without  exciting  our  alarm  on  her  account, 
or  giving  us  to  suppose  that  she  is  aware  of 
her  situation  ! 

To  no  one,  I  believe,  has  she  spoken  un- 
reservedly on  the  subject,  with  the  exception 
of  old  Mr.  Brentwood,  the  chaplain,  with 
whom  she  has  had  many  private  interviews. 


As  to  Elvinston,  he  has  too  little  self-command 
to  be  entrusted  with  the  truth. 

Even  my  husband,  usually  so  firm,  is  com- 
pletely unnerved  by  the  danger  of  Marguerite. 
The  Duke  regarded  her,    in  fact,  rather  as  an 
elder  daughter  of  his  own,  than  as  a  sister-in- 
law  ;    and  my  poor  girls,  from  whom  I   hear 
daily,  are  overwhelmed  with  grief  at  the  pros- 
•  pect  of  losing  so  dear  a  friend.     But  for  the 
desire   of  avoiding   unnecessary    trouble    and 
anxiety  in  the  Castle,    I  should  send  for  them 
here.    The  sight  of  Marguerite's  pious  resigna- 
tion  in    quitting   a   world   where   every  thing 
courts  her  enjoyment,  and  of  which  the  pomps 
and  vanities  have  never  one  moment  disturbed 
the  serenity  of  her  mind,  is  a  lesson  of  precious 
import ! 

I  do  not  say,  think  of  us  with  compassion  ! 
I  am  convinced,  my  dear  Sir,  that  you,  so 
much  the  friend  of  our  family,  have  afforded 
your  earnest  prayers  to  your  afflicted  ward. 
You  shall  hear  from  my  sister,  or  myself  in 
a  day  or  two. 


LETTER  LIX. 

FROM  PRINCESS  PRASCOVIA  GALLITZIN, 
MOSCOW,  TO  PRINCESS  GALLITZIN  IN  PARIS. 

'Having  reason  to  infer,  dear  sister  and 
Princess,  from  the  tenour  of  yours  and  my 
brother's  letters,  that  there  no  longer  reigns 
between  you  the  good  understanding  which  at 
first  seemed  likely  to  atone  for  the  absence  of 
conjugal  aifection,  it  occurs  to  me  that  Ser- 
gius  may  perhaps  leave  you  unduly  ignorant 
of  the  critical  position  of  his  affairs,  both 
public  and  private.  I  therefore  make  it  a  duty 
of  sisterly  tenderness  towards  you  to  forewarn 
you  against  any  new  excesses,  likely  to  exaspe- 
rate still  further  against  you  the  mind  of  the 
Imperial  family. 

Let  it  suffice  that  you  have  done  your  ut- 
most to   secure    your  husband's  disgrace,  by 
reserving  your  diplomatic  favour  as  ambassa- 
dress of  all  the  Russias,  for  persons    in  open 
ebellion  against  the  Tzar — for  runaway  wives. 
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and  factious  foreigners.  Let  it  suffice,  that  you 
have  rendered  yourself  an  object  of  ridicule 
to  court  and  city,  by  your  opposition  to  the 
manners  and  habits  of  the  country  to  which 
you  were  despatched  as  the  representative  of 
a  great  empire.  Let  it  suffice  that  you  have 
defied  the  dictates  of  decency  and  morality 
(I  conclude,  I  must  not  yet  permit  myself  to 
say  of  virtue;) — thus  discrediting,  in  your  own 
person,  the  honour  of  the  Russian  government. 
For  know  that  my  brother's  recall  to  St.  Pe- 
tersburg would  be  his  sentence  of  ruin ! — 
Sergius  has  not  a  rouble  of  fortune,  save  as  a 
public  functionary  of  the  Empire. — With  his 
abilities  and  the  Imperial  favour  never  yet  with- 
held from  the  deserving  of  our  house,  his  pros- 
pects constituted  a  patrimony  beyond  mere  opu- 
lence. That  it  has  been  wasted  of  late  with 
such  lavish  prodigality  and  folly,  you,  dear  sister 
and  Princess,  have,  I  understand,  wholly  to 
answer  for.  The  same  hand  which  inflicted 
the  first  wound  on  the  bosom  of  the   infirm 


sister,    has   inflicted  a  mortal  stab  upon  the 
fortunes  of  the  brother. 

Nevertheless,  Madam,  though  it  needs  only 
his  removal  from  his  present  appointment  to 
reduce  him  to  destitution,  know  that  the  pride 
of  Sergius  Gallitzin,  as  a  high  born  Russian 
gentleman,  lately  induced  him,  when  smarting 
under  the  severity  of  an  imperial  reprimand, 
to  solicit  his  recall  to  Russia ;  and  had  the 
Emperor  propitiated  his  request,  you— the 
proud  Lily  of  Rehfeld — the  haughty  Ambassa- 
sador's  Wife, — would  have  been  at  this  hour — 
a  beggar. 

But  the  luxury  of  being  even  beggars,  at  will, 
is  unknown  to  the  satellites  of  our  Imperial 
throne  !  The  Tzar,  who  is  master  of  the  hves 
and  fortunes  of  his  servants,  bad  him  remain 
great,  powerful,  envied,  feared, — repining,  mor- 
tified, degraded  1 — Be  the  irksomeness  of  my 
brother's  situation  what  it  may,  he  must 
retain  it  so  long  as  his  services  are  judged, 
by  Nicholas  I,  to  be  essential  to  the  interests 
of  Russia. 
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I  hasten,  therefore,  dear  sister  and  Princess, 
to  warn  you  against  the  renewal  of  follies  such 
as  drew  down  upon  your  husband  the  bitter 
reproofs  he  thus  madly  resented.  The  Em- 
peror may  so  far  change  his  views  as  to 
accept  the  next  tender  of  resignation  hazarded 
by  his  ambassador; — of  which  gracious  con- 
cession  BEWARE  ! 

I  am  fully  aware  of  your  estimation  of  St. 
Petersburg,  even  when  viewed  through  the 
golden  medium  of  favouritism  and  fashion. 
Judge  what  you  will  think  of  it,  hereafter ;  when 
avoided  as  a  pestilence  by  that  servile  worlds 
to  which  an  Imperial  frown  conveys  all  the 
terrors  of  the  plague  ;  as  the  repining  denizen 
of  a  dull,  dreary,  abode  in  this  uncourtly  city ; 
and  doomed  to  share  even  that  with  the  para- 
lytic aunt  and  crooked  sister  of  your  husband  ! 
The  temper  of  that  husband  and  his  qualifi- 
cations for  domestic  life,  you  are  probably  be- 
ginning to  appreciate.  Again,  therefore,  I  say 
unto  you — beware  ! 


LETTER  LX. 

FROM  PRINCESS  GALLITZIN  IN  PARIS,  TO 
VISCOUNT  ELVINSTON,  ELVINSTON  CASTLE. 

June  28th.,   1830. 

The  letters  of  Count  ErlofF  to  his  kinsmen 
of  Vaudreuil,  my  Lord,  conveyed  such  satis- 
factory accounts  of  the  progressive  recovery  of 
dear  Marguerite,  that  it  appears  probable  you 
may  be  induced  to  profit  by  the  present  fa- 
vourable state  of  the  weather,  to  accomplish 
your  purpose  of  seeking  a  milder  climate. 

I  am,  perhaps,  less  disposed  than  when  I 
had  first  the  honour  of  knowing  you,  to  confide 
in  the  discretion  ot  Monsieur  de  Vaudreuil ; 
and  for  reasons  with  which  it  is  unnecessary 
to  trouble  you,  am  desirous  to  abstain  from 
a  correspondance  with  Count  ErlofF.  I  am 
consequently  compelled  to  address  you,  per- 
sonally, on  a  subject  too  dearly  involving 
the  interests  of  your  family  to  admit  of  scru- 
pulous reserve. 
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Do  not,  I  entreat  you,  unless  the  physicians 
have  pronounced  it  indispensable,  do  not  bring 
our  poor  suffering  Marguerite  to  France  at 
this  moment !  I  have  it  from  a  sure  authority, 
that  before  the  summer  is  over,  a  great  poli- 
tical crisis  cannot  fail  to  relieve  the  overcharged 
horizon  of  public  affairs ;  and  in  this  country, 
a  political  crisis  involves  terrible  consequences. 
This  is  no  idle  suggestion, — no  woman's  panic. 
— ^The  impending  danger  is  uncontrovertible. 
The  pleasures  and  frivolities  of  Paris  continue, 
it  is  true,  with  unabated  ardour ; — but  one  of 
the  highest  authorities  in  the  realm  has  been 
heard  to  observe,  that  we  are  "  dancing  upon 
the  ashes  of  a  volcano,  that  threatens  a  new 
eruption.'^ 

Do  not  misjudge  the  motives  or  importance 
of  this  warning.  I  live  among  those  who  not 
only  watch,  but  create,  the  variations  of  the 
political  horizon. — From  all  they  avow,  and 
still  more,  from  all  they  conceal,  I  perceive 
that  an  hour  of  peril  is  approaching. 

VOL.    III.  M 
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It  is  not  in  France,  as  in  your  own  country ; 
where  those  who  resist  oppression  are  apt  to 
pursue  the  oppressors  with  contempt  rather 
than  vengeance. — In  Paris,  Revolution  is  a  word 
of  Terror  ;  and  again  I  entreat,  my  Lord,  do 
not  at  this  moment  hazard,  by  removal,  a  life 
so  dear  to  you — so  dear  to  all ! 
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LETTER  LXI. 

FROM  COUNT  ALFRED  DE  VAUDREUIL,    IN 
PARIS,  TO  COUNT  ERLOFF,   IN  ENGLAND. 

You  are  I  trust  by  this  time  grateful,  my 
dear  Leek,  for  the  zeal  (you  were  half  inclined 
to  term  officious)  which  I  displayed  in  expe- 
diting your  departure.  I  had  a  thousand  rea- 
sons for  my  pertinacity. 

In  the  first  place,  the  state  of  your  sister's 
health  now  admitting  of  an  interview  between 
you,  it  would  have  been  unjustifiable  to  with- 
hold from  her  the  comfort  of  your  presence, 
isolated  as  she  is  in  a  land  of  strangers.  In 
the  second,  the  irritation  of  mind  of  Galhtzin, 
promises  any  thing  but  well  for  those  entitled 
by  affinity,  even  collateral,  to  interfere  between 
himself  and  his  wife.  I  can  perceive  that  he 
is  furious  at  the  publicity  drawn  upon  his 
domestic  position  by  this  unlucky  duel.  His 
Excellency  is   the   sort   of  man   who    dreads 
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nothing  in  this  world  so  much  as  exposure. 
The  habit  of  living  at  court  in  perpetual  sub- 
servience to  autocratic  reprobation,  has  inspired 
him  with  a  deference  to  the  decencies  of  life, 
a  sort  of  worship  of  decorum,  as  the  wedding 
garment  insuring  him  an  entrance  to  the  mar- 
riage feast  of  Imperial  favour,  more  influential 
than  the  strongest  sense  of  morality  !  Propriety 
not  virtue — decency  not  innocence — subjec- 
tion to  the  opinions  of  the  world  rather  than  to 
the  laws  of  God— constitute  the  principles  of 
his  artificial  life ! 

"  Point  d'esclandre  /''  is  in  short  the  cry  of 
this  well-bred  husband; — in  the  very  teeth 
of  which,  his  pretty  wife,  whom  we  both  know 
to  be  unquestionable  in  essential  points,  has 
rashly  caused  the  hollow  world  to  ring  with 
echoes  of  her  indiscretion! 

Paris  is  so  little  accustomed  to  the  exercise 
of  gratuitous  virtues,  my  dear  Leek,  that  no- 
thing in  the  way  of  our  mutual  asseveration 
would  tend  to  convince  it  that  you  were  gene- 
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rous  enough  to  be  run  through  the  body  in 
behalf  of  a  woman  whose  generosity  had  not 
preceded  your  own.  I  ask  your  pardon  for  the 
want  of  candour  of  my  loving  countrymen — 
but  so  it  is.  They  believe  you  to  be  a  far 
happier  man  than  you  are  ! 

Your  rash  impetuosity  necessarily  drew  the 
attention  of  the  Prince  to  all  this ;  and  writh- 
ing under  the  irritation  of  the  injury  to  his 
reputation  not  to  his  wife's — inasmuch  as  his 
reputation  constitutes  a  portion  of  his  diplo- 
matic stock  in  trade — I  was  by  no  means  cer- 
tain that  he  might  not  judge  it  expedient, 
(his  only  rule  of  conduct,)  to  extinguish  a 
lesser  scandal  by  a  greater — by  calling  you  to 
account  for  having  fought  for  his  wife. — I  agree 
with  you,  that  Gallitzin  has  no  more  feeling 
than  one  of  his  own  malachite  vases.  But  the 
mind  has  its  passions  as  well  as  the  heart; 
and  the  frenzy  of  disappointed  ambition  is 
almost  as  strong  an  incentive  as  the  anguish  of 
wounded  alfection. 
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Take  it  for  granted^  therefore,  my  dear 
ErlofF,  that  I  have  done  a  kinsman^s  part 
towards  you,  by  hurrying  you  forth  from  this 
troubled  sphere.  You  are  better  in  England — 
you  are  safer  in  England.  Your  ungenerous 
hint  that  I  am  desirous  to  appropriate  to  my- 
self the  future  defence  of  the  lovely  Ida,  I 
pass  sub  silentio  ;  convinced  that  the  reflections 
of  your  solitary  journey  must  have  convinced 
you  of  the  impossibility  that  a  man  of  my 
detestable  temper  and  temperament,  should  be 
inclined  towards  the  championship  of  a  woman 
who  could  console  herself  for  the  loss  of  his 
hand  with  that  of  old  Gallitzin;  and  for  the  loss 
of  his  heart,  with  that  of  a  Mirabeau  manque 
like  Rouilly ;  for  dispute  it  as  you  may,  the 
Marquis  is  the  magnet  which  drew  her  from  the 
midst  of  the  double  and  triple  circumvallations 
of  the  court  party. 

In  a  word,  mo7i  cher,  accept  my  congratu- 
lations that  you  are  at  length  in  England,  out 
of  this   hubbub  of  disturbances,    private  and 
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public ;  and  offer  me  yours  in  return,    that  my 
eyes  are  open  to  my  own  perils  and  dangers. 

Would  I  could  add  that  those  of  the  royal 
family  were  open  to  theirs  ;  for  woe  is  me,  and 
woe  is  France,  the  obstinacy  of  the  august, 
chief  of  the  Bourbons  is  unequalled,  save  by 
that  royal  kinsman  of  his  in  Spain,  who 
abided  on  his  throne  to  be  asphyxiated  with 
charcoal,  rather  than  have  the  brasier  removed 
by  unprivileged  hands.  Surrounded  as  he  is 
with  tout  ce  quit  y  a  de  plus  Polignac,  what 
chance  of  his  enlightenment  ?  Our  ministers  are 
unpersuadable  that  France  is  undeserving  the 
admirable  principles  of  government  under 
which  Austria  prospers  and  Russia,  like  a 
walnut  tree,  brings  forth  its  fruits ;  and  they 
persist  in  rendering  unto  Fhmce  the  things 
that  are  Metternich*s. 

The  strong  arm  of  absolute  power  should 
never  be  uplifted  unless  certain  of  its  strength  ; 
the  child  who  has  once  found  courage  to  fling 
back  a  wholesome  medicament  into  the  face 
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a  second  dose,  still  stronger  and  more  nauseous. 
These  are  homely  similes,  Leek;  but  I  am 
beginning  to  foresee  the  conversion  of  my  gold 
epaulet  into  worsted  lace.  La  Fayette  is  still 
alive,  though  half  in  his  dotage ;  and  betwixt 
a  driveller  who  flatters  the  insolence  of  the 
mob,  and  the  driveller  who  would  coerce  it, 
ninety-nine  to  one  in  favour  of  the  national 
guardsman ! 

You  will  expect  to  hear  something  of  la  belle 
Ida*  With  the  exception  of  a  glimpse  of  her 
gay  equipage  dashing  through  the  Bois^  I  have 
not  seen  her  since  you  left  Paris.  I  have 
called  once  or  twice  at  the  Embassy,  but  with- 
out the  good  fortune  of  finding  her  visible. 
One  night  at  ther  Opera,  indeed,  I  spent  a  few 
minutes  in  her  box ;  and  but  that  the  mirth  of 
woman  is  as  often  the  result  of  despair  as  joy, 
should  have  been  inclined  to  say  I  never  saw 
her  so  cheerful.  Decidedly,  she  never  looked 
more  lovely.     You  might  have  thought  other- 
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wise,  who  desire  to  see  her  only  in  her  gentler 
and  more  feminine  moods.  But  just  as  I  used 
to  delight  in  hearing  her  talk  flimsy  Mon- 
tesquieu^ at  the  Hotel  de  Rouiliy,  among  a 
knot  of  political  intrigants,  who  fancied  they 
were  worming  out  of  her  the  secrets  of  the 
Prince,  (as  if  he  ever  intrusted  her  with  any 
on  which  he  was  not  intent  on  the  circulation  !) 
just  as  I  used  to  enjoy  the  sort  of  air  of  band- 
box states-womanship  with  which  she  ven- 
tured to  debate  with  Laffitte  and  Passy, 
with  the  audacity  of  a  child  handling  the  wires 
of  an  electric  battery — am  I  now  amused  to 
observe  the  air  of  triumphant  joyousness,  under 
which  the  disappointed  coquette  strives  to 
conceal  the  hysterical  agitation  of  her  heart. 

But  for  these  wild  emotions,  I  should  never 
have  felt  certain  that  she  had  a  heart.  So  well 
has  she  played  her  part  for  the  nearly  two 
years  I  have  known  her,  that  I  believed  her  of 
almost  as  icy  a  temperament  as  her  husband. 
It  proves   to   be  such   ice,  however,  as  that 
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under  which,  the  impetuous  waters  of  the  Neva 
rush  onwards  to  the  ocean; — and  nature 
is  perhaps  avenging  upon  the  woman  of 
twenty,  the  outrage  committed  against  herself 
by  the  girl  of  eighteen ;  who  pretended  to  be 
ambitious  full  a  dozen  years  before  so  mature 
a  passion  comes  into  season  in  the  human 
heart.  Passions,  my  dear  Leek,  are  not  like 
green  pease,  the  more  valuable  for  their  pre- 
cocity— a  simile  you  will  say,  worthy  of  the 
Freres  Provenqaux  ! 

You  will  be  glad  to  hear,  by  the  way,  that 
my  brown  hack  is  come  back  from  Alfort, 
as  sound  as  ever.  I  told  you,  when  I  refused 
the  thirty  louis  offered  for  it  by  Rouilly,  that 
it  was  a  mere  cold. 

Your  grandmother  is  off  to  Les  Genets ; 
being  Vaudreuil  enough  to  take  up  her 
quarters  in  the  old  Chateau,  intolerable  at 
this  season  to  any  thing  but  the  spiders 
and  dowagers  of  the  famil}-.  I  suspect  that 
the  poor  dear  Countess  is  more  than  usually 
in  want  of  a  little  country  air  this  year,  after 
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the  fatigue  of  nursing  a  graceless  grandson  : 
and  the  Abbe  Chaptal  of  the  peace  and  in- 
nocence of  our  Burgundian  Paradise,  after  the 
peine  forte  et  dure  of  reforming  such  a  repro- 
bate. Myself  and  Jules,  he  had  long  resigned 
as  hopeless  ;  or  rather,  he  was  too  well  satisfied 
of  our  good  courtiership  to  apprehend  that  we 
should  ever  lose  ourselves  by  neglecting  those 
forms  of  devotion  exacted  even  of  its  utter- 
most page  of  the  presence,  by  the  Court  df 
Charles  X.  and  his  daughter-in-law;  which, 
I  verily  believe,  is  capable  of  creating  a  new 
St.  Bartholomew. 

You,  my  dear  ErlofF,  offered  strange  tempta- 
tions to  the  old  people.  Like  all  who  feel 
deeply,  you  appear  to  be  easily  impressionable ; 
and  they  flattered  themselves  they  had  secured 
a  submissive  convert,  in  the  most  unso- 
phisticated individual  that  ever  passed  the 
barriers  of  Paris  !  In  my  opinion,  you  feel 
too  strongly  to  have  approached  civihzed  Eu- 
rope,, nearer  than  T^tary.     You  are  the  Mus- 
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covite  of  four  centuries  ago  ;  a  wilful  barbarian, 
in  spite  of  possessing  five  languages — painting 
like  Salvator — singing  like  Tamburini — and 
fencing  like  Coulon.  Your  Ecole  Militaire 
has  much  to  answer  for,  in  affecting  to  give 
a  French  education  to  Russian  natures.  It  is 
attempting  to  turn  a  snuff-box  out  of  a  frag- 
ment of  Oural  granite. 

All  this,  the  poor  dear  old  Abbe  soon  dis- 
covered. In  you,  he  saw  that  he  had  to  deal 
with  an  ErlofF,  not  a  Vaudreuil  ; — and  I 
am  convinced,  he  remains  persuaded  that  the 
gentle,  loving,  pious,  Marguerite,  was  as  much 
a  god-send  in  the  family  of  so  rugged  a  father 
and  worldly  a  mother,  as  the  manna  and 
quails  in  the  wilderness.  Your  speedy  re- 
covery was,  I  suspect,  little  forwarded  by 
any  intercession  of  his  or  your  grand-mother's ; 
unless,  indeed,  as  a  means  of  expediting  your 
departure  from  Paris.  But,  no  matter !  In 
Burgundy,  they  will  have  ample  leisure  to  ex- 
piate their  own  sins,  and  those  of  every  branch 
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of  the  family.  I  hold  myself  absolved  of  all  I 
may  feel  inclined  to  commit,  for  at  least  three 
months  to  come. 

Meanwhile,  know  that  the  misadventures 
which  have  placed  our  lovely  Ida  in  so  un- 
favourable a  position  with  regard  to  the  court 
and  the  Faubourg,  have  a  thousandfold  en- 
hanced her  popularity  "svith  that  public  nuisance 
which  calls  itself  the  public.  The  vulgar 
finger-post,  notoriety,  has  pointed  out  her 
beauty  and  grace,  to  redoubled  admiration; 
and  I  can  account  for  the  speed  at  which,  her 
Alezans  are  made  to  dash  through  the  Champs 
Elysees,  by  her  natural  desire  to  escape  the 
thousand  eager  eyes  on  the  look  out  for  a 
glimpse  of  the  loveliest  of  Ambassadresses.  I 
scarcely  remember  to  have  seen  a  greater 
sensation  excited  in  Paris,  in  the  way  of 
fashion. 

Secondary  to  these  interests,  but  secondary 
to  no  other,  comes  the  evil  position  of  party- 
prospects  at  this  moment.  Jules,  who  is  in 
waiting  at  St.  Cloud,  protests  that  no  anxiety 
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on  the  subject  prevails  in  the  royal  family.  But 
rashness  is  not  courage  ;  and  on  the  brink  of  a 
precipice,  the  blind  man  walks  as  firmly  as  usual. 
I  am  almost  afraid,  my  dear  Leek,  that  you 
imported  with  you,  into  Paris,  the  infection 
of  your  governmental  principles  of  St.  Pe- 
tersburg ;  for  Polignac  might  at  this  moment, 
form  a  third  in  a  group  of  political  destinies, 
with  Metternich  and  Nesselrode.  Do  not 
imagine,  by  this  allusion,  t?iat  I  estimate 
them  as  three  old  women  ! 

Here,  I  keep  my  eyes  and  lips  closed,  as 
to  what  is  passing;  for  we  have  a  black- 
book  police,  almost  as  offensive  as  that  of 
your  Tzar-ridden  capital.  It  is  my  duty, 
however,  to  speak  out  to  you,  as  Lady  El- 
vinston  is  on  the  eve  of  a  continental  tour. 
Pray  let  me  hear  how  you  found  her ;  for  I 
am  no  longer  in  sufficiently  frequent  com- 
munication with  the  Russian  Embassy,  to 
dispense  with  your  tidings.  En  attendant,  je 
fembrasse  d'une  amitie  vive  et  fraternelle ! 
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LETTER  LXII. 

FROM    PRINCESS   W— .    IN    ST.    PETERSBURG, 
TO  PRINCESS  GALLITZIN,   IN  PARIS. 

Did  I  not  know  your  superiority  to  the 
opinion  of  the  world,  my  dear  Princess,  I 
should  have  despatched  to  you,  long  ago,  my 
condolences  on  the  lapidation  I  am  assured^ 
you  have  been  undergoing  among  the  Parisian 
throwers  of  stones.  But  so  great  a  philoso- 
pher has  the  comfort  of  knowing  that  envy 
is  the  shadow  of  merit : — or  as  you  once  told 
me,  in  answer  to  my  animadversions  on  your 
adored  Tzar — that  "  slander,  like  the  sun, 
darts  fiercest  on  the  highest  head."  Your 
vanity  has,  consequently,  every  cause  to  be 
reconciled  with  the  malice  to  which  you  have 
been  subjected.  One  of  your  favourite  sages 
has  told  us,  that  it  is  only  against  the  gods 
there  can  be  blasphemers  ! 
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For  my  part,  I  would  sooner  stand  in  your 
place.  Ambassadress  from  one  of  the  great 
powers  to  the  greatest,  and  be  assailed  from 
weeVs  end  to  week's  end  with  all  that  envy 
hatred  and  malice,  can  devise,  than  live  the 
life  of  the  blest  at  St.  Petersburg ;  where  there 
is  no  one  witty  enough  to  invent  scandal,  and 
no  one  charming  enough  to  attract  it !  Again 
I  say,  bear  with  your  destinies  !  You  have 
married  a  man  of  doubtful  fortune ;  or,  rather 
a  man  who  must  earn  his  fortunes  by  diplo- 
matic service.  How  much  better  than  the 
noblest  estate  this  country  aifords,  if  con- 
veying the  penalty  of  being  enjoyed  on  the 
premises.  My  dear  Princess — take  my  palace 
in  St.  Petersburg — take  my  estates  in  Novo- 
grod  ;  and  give  me  in  exchange,  your  Hotel 
of  the  Embassy,  within  reach  of  christian 
society,  and  under  the  cross-fire  of  the  bat- 
teries of  the  unchristianly  scandal  of  united 
Europe  !  Rather  be  a  mark  for  all  that  could 
be  said  or   sung,  written   or  printed,  in   the 
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way  of  defamation,  in  Paris,  than  irreproach- 
able here,  as  the  shrine  of  our  Lady  of 
Kazan ! 

You  have  now  my  candid  view  of  the  mis- 
fortunes that  seem  to  weigh  so  heavily  on 
your  mind.  To  tell  you  that  the  news  had 
not  reached  us,  were  to  deceive  you.  But 
there  is  no  one  left  to  heed  the  report.  Even 
the  wreck  of  Madame  ErlofF  has  disappeared 
from  among  us ;  and  during  your  short  so- 
journ  here,  you  were  personally  known  to  few 
besides  myself.  The  merely  pretty  girl  of 
one  Carnival,  is  effaced  by  the  merely  pretty 
girl  of  the  next ; — and  Princess  Sergius  Gallit- 
zin  vanished  too  instantaneously  to  have  left 
a  trace. 

Do  not,  therefore,  agonize  your  feelings  by 
the  dread  that  the  eyes  of  Europe  are  scowling 
upon  you,  because  a  few  old  ladies  of  the 
Faubourg  St.  Germain  are  cold  in  their 
curtsies,  or  a  few  young  men  of  the  clubs 
too  impetuous  in  their  bows.   You  will  survive 


the  shock.  The  wounds  that  reach  us  from 
without  are  usually  superficial.  So  long  as 
your  conscience  is  clear,  no  chance  of  morti- 
fication within ! 

As  to  the  evil  interpretation  of  St.  Peters- 
burg,  even  if  seriously  convinced  that  its  Am- 
bassadress in  Paris  was  a  woman  of  light 
conduct,  believe  me,  it  is  far  more  interested 
in  the  fact  that  the  Empress  was  seen  in  her 
caleche  yesterday,  on  the  Strelna  Road,  in 
a  bonnet  trimmed  with  dahlias — cornflowers 
being  the  thing  in  season  ;  and  were  it  hinted 
that  Prince  Gallitzin  had  sent  you  back  to 
Saxony  in  a  white  sheet,  either  living  or  dead, 
the  Nevskoi  Prospekt  is  more  interested  to 
learn  that  the  Emperor  has  ordered  leopard- 
skin  housings  to  some  regiment  of  cuirassiers, 
or  that  a  new  ballet  is  in  rehearsal  at  the 
Bolshoy. 

With  all  your  strength  of  mind,  belle  Prin- 
cesse,  do  not  fall  into  the  error  of  weak  ones, 
by  fancying  that  the  sun  will  cease  to  rise  and 
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set,  because  the  coteries  are  spiteful,  or  the 
Tzar  ungracious.  If,  like  me,  you  had  en- 
dured last  night  the  leaden  weight  of  a  party 
compelled  to  find  amusement  in  four  hours 
of  La  Mouche,  simply  because  not  one  of  us 
had  a  word  to  throw  to  the  others  which  the 
most  complaisant  complaisance  could  dignify 
into  a  mot,  and  because  it  is  more  civil  to  yawn 
over  one^s  cards  than  into  the  faces  of  one's 
friends — you  would  feel,  to  the  mind's-core,^ 
the  comfort  of  being  within  reach  of  a 
dozen  amusing  theatres,  and  a  dozen  arch- 
amusing  people,  to  assist  one  in  spurring  on 
the  lagging  march  of  time.  The  worst  of  Paris 
is  Paradise,  compared  with  the  best  of  St, 
Petersburg.  What  signify  a  few  caricatures  ? 
A  touch  of  the  knightly  spur  of  chivalry  is 
easier  to  bear  than  the  trampling  of  a  wooden 
boot! 

For  the  future,  dear  Princess,  you  must 
content  yourself  with  counsels  instead  of  news. 
To-morrow  1  leave  St.  Petersburg.     It  behoves 


me  to  see  something  more  resembling  a  tree 
than  the  shubberies  of  my  pretty  villa  can 
furnish;  and  I  accordingly  exile  myself,  for 
three  months,  to  my  estates  in  Novogrod,  taking 
with  me  five  carriages  full  of  the  people  among 
whom  I  have  been  boring  myself  through  the 
winter.  IViste  ressource!  but  wanting  it,  I 
should  be  driven  to  picquet  with  the  papas  of 
my  villages. — Farewell  !  Heaven  speed  you. 

P.S. — By  the  way,  is  it  true  that  every  thing 
in  Paris  is  ripe  for  a  revolution? — The  few 
French  or  English  papers  admitted  here,  say 
little  on  the  subject.  But  Madame  Hugon 
received  yesterday  a  cargo  of  summer  bonnets 
from  the  Rue  Vivienne,  accompanied  by  an 
ouvriere  en  capotes  who  waited  upon  me  with 
the  last  number  of  Le  Follet,  and  brings  word 
that  there  have  been  attroupements  on  the  Bou- 
levarts.  She  has  a  brother,  a  journey- 
man printer,  who  advised  her  to  make  as  much 
haste  out  of  Paris  as  the  Metz  diligence  would 
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allow! — This  may  be  all  nonsense. — But  some- 
times such  fragments  of  populace  as  journey- 
men printers,  foresee  more  of  popular  move- 
ments than  those  who,  seated  on  a  throne, 
have  their  eyes  dazzled  with  the  perpetual 
glitter  of  diamonds  aud  gold  lace. 

I  would  say  more,  but  have  worlds  of  pre- 
paration to  make  for  my  journey.  All  the 
furniture  of  my  boudoir  travels  with  me — my 
shrines — my  saints — my  musical  instruments,^ 
— my  library  5  and  my  confessor  and  French 
maid  are  both  claiming  my  attention  to  the 
ceremony  of  their  removal. — Addio  ! 
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LETTER    LXIII. 

FROM  PRINCESS  GALLITZIN,  IN  PARIS,  TO 
BARON  VON  REHFELD. 

My  letter,  my  dear  father,  congratulating 
you  on  your  safe  arrival  in  the  home  of  your 
ancestors  remains  unanswered ;  but  I  can 
make  full  allowance  for  the  multiplicity  of 
business  which  must  perplex  you  on  your 
return  to  Rehfeld  after  so  long  and  ruinous 
an  absence. 

Well  do  I  remember  how,  even  on  your 
annual  visits  from  the  Residenz,  you  used  to 
be  beset  by  Johann  and  Sara — ^land-stewards 
and  foresters — bleach-masters  and  miners — 
tenants  and  their  husbandmen  !  It  gives  me 
pleasure  to  recur  to  those  bright  September 
days  when  they  used  to  arrive  in  succession, 
each  laden  with  a  gift  for  the  hand  of  his 
beloved  lord,  and  a  grievance  for  his  ear ! — I 


used  to  consider  them  importunate,  because 
they  interrupted  my  own  free  talk  with  you, 
after  a  year's  separation.  I  owe  them  a 
greater  grudge  now,  for  preventing  your  an- 
swering my  letters. 

Long  absence  from  you  and  home  has  ren- 
dered me  more  sensible  than  I  used  to  be  of 
the  value  of  such  associations ; — and  after  the 
glare  and  empty  volubility  of  Paris,  the  comfort 
of  our  simple  German  cordiality  would  be  . 
indeed  acceptable. — I  envy  you  the  warmth 
and  truth  of  your  welcome  to  Rehfeld  !  I  envy 
the  respect  conceded  to  all  your  words  and 
looks  by  those  who  behold  in  them  a  guarantee 
of  the  protection  accorded  by  your  fathers  to 
theirs,  and  to  be  accorded  to  their  successors 
by  your  own.  Less  adroit  of  hand,  less  fluent 
of  speech,  perhaps  less  intelligent  of  mind 
than  the  bustling,  prating,  superficial  people 
of  this  brilliant  country,  how  much  more 
soothing  to  the  heart,  in  the  prolonged  inter- 
course of  life,   those  homely  words  of  which 
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every  syllable  is  frank  and  true,  as  if  instinct 
with  responsibility  to  heaven  ! 

You  will  not  think  me  tedious  for  enlarging 
upon  all  this :  for  well  do  I  remember,  my 
dear  father,  your  warning  me  at  St.  Peters- 
burg, nay,  at  Schloss  Rehfeld,  against  the 
partiality  I  was  imbibing  for  the  levities  of  a 
foreign  country.  I  did  not  listen  then.  But 
experience  has  inflicted  the  lesson  upon  me, 
with  schooling  far  more  rugged.  I  have 
learned  to  love  my  fatherland  through  the 
harshness  of  an  adopted  country.  I  have 
learned  to  appreciate  the  value  of  parental 
protection  on  finding  myself  disregarded  by  my 
husband. 

I  say  not  this  resentingly.  When  it  was 
proposed  to  me  to  become  the  wife  of  Prince 
Gallitzin,  no  inducements  of  tenderness  were 
held  forth.  I  was  told,  that  if  I  pleased  I 
might  become  wife  to  an  ambassador,  an  am- 
bassador high  in  favour  with  the  Emperor; 
and  the  glittering  bait  captivated  my   girlish 
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fancy.  The  Paris  described  by  Mademoiselle 
Therese  and  painted  in  such  glowing  colours 
by  Monsieur  de  Vaudreuil,  brandished  its 
bauble  of  Folly  in  the  distance ;  and  eagerly 
did  I  answer  to  the  appeal. 

And  now  I  am  here,  dear  father,  indeed  a 
Princess — indeed,  an  Ambassadress — all  that 
my  vain  ambition  preferred  to  the  tranquil 
obscurity  of  Rehfeld  3 — and  the  most  miserable 
and  desolate  of  human  beings  ! —  « 

Last  night,  the  Prince  set  off  express  for 
St.  Petersburg,  after  an  audience  of  the  King. 
I  entreated  permission  to  accompany  him ;  for 
I  dread  being  alone  in  Paris. — A  great  political 
crisis  is  said  to  be  approaching.  But  all  I 
obtained  was  a  cold  denial.  I  should  be  an 
obstruction,  he  said,  to  the  speed  of  his  jour- 
ney. I  should  be  a  stumbUng  block  in  his  way. 
He  expects  to  arrive  at  Tzarsko-gelo  after  the 
departure  of  the  Emperor  for  the  Georgian 
frontier,  and  may  have  to  follow  him. 

"  Remain    quietly    in   Paris,"   was    all  the 

VOL.  III.  N 
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answer  I  elicited.  "  There  was  a  time,  and  at 
no  great  distance,  when  it  was  the  only  spot 
of  earth  in  which  you  imagined  human  happi- 
ness attainable.  Resign  yourself  to  the  fate 
you  courted.'^ 

It  was  in  vain  I  ventured  to  remonstrate. 

"  You  have  no  longer  connections  in  St. 
Petersburg  to  afford  you  a  home  during  my 
leave  of  absence/^  he  persisted.  "  My  sister 
is  in  Moscow,  where  our  family  abode  is  of  a 
nature  to  provoke  only  your  disgust ;  even  if 
Prascovia,  whose  feelings  (with  or  without  a 
cause)  are  embittered  against  you,  would  receive 
you  under  her  roof.  My  visit  to  Tzarsko-^elo 
will  be  a  stormy  one.  Judge  what  improvement 
it  would  derive  by  recalling  to  the  recollection 
of  the  Emperor  the  disappointment  of  his 
expectations  in  yourself  P^ 

I  am  here,  therefore,  my  dear  father,  alone. 
This  appears  but  a  trifling  grievance ;  for  you 
know  me  to  be  the  inhabitant  of  a  splendid 
mansion — surrounded  by  a  noble  establish- 
ment— secured  by  all  the  honours  that  surround 
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an  Ambassador's  Wife.  Yet  am  I  most  lonely, 
and  most  unhappy ;  and  like  the  penitent  of  the 
Scriptures,  would  fain  arise  and  go  to  my 
father,  for  shelter  in  the  home  of  my  youth. 

Your  last  letters  contained  so  many  severe 
allusions  to  my  conduct,  and  the  Baroness 
has  so  repeatedly  expressed  your  conviction 
that  it  has  exercised  an  unfavourable  influence 
over  your  diplomatic  fortunes,  that  I  feel  a 
degree  of  hesitation  I  never  expected  to  exp^ 
rience,  in  asking  permission  to  visit  you  at 
Schloss  Rehfeld. 

Do  not  imagine  that  I  am  coming  in  pomp 
and  pride  to  create  trouble  in  your  establish- 
ment; or  that  I  am  the  thoughtless  Ida  of  old. 
Aware  of  the  sacrifices  you  have  made  on  my 
account,  and  that  your  former  hospitalities 
are  curtailed  to  replace  your  estate  in  the 
prosperity  you  enjoyed  previous  to  your  ill- 
fated  departure  for  Russia,  I  am  prepared  for 
domestic  quiet — for  parsimony — for  homeli- 
ness.    Be  assured,  that  should  you  accept  my 
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offer  of  becoming  your  inmate  during  the 
absence  of  the  Prince,  no  vexatious  murmurs 
will  increase  your  domestic  troubles. 

Grievously  do  I  sometimes  blame  myself  for 
the  seeming  ingratitude  of  my  readiness  to 
naturalize  myself  in  a  foreign  country ;  dreading 
lest  the  resentments  of  the  Pastor  and  poor 
Sara  should  have  communicated  themselves  to 
yourself.  Yet  judge  me  leniently !  I  was  the 
child  of  one  who  bequeathed  me  no  tender 
relationships  to  watch  over  my  infancy.  By 
your  desire,  my  mother's  family  was  excluded 
from  Rehfeld.  Your  own  avocations  kept  you 
equally  aloof,  and  what  but  kindred  blood  holds 
sufficient  influence  over  a  child  to  determine 
its  first  tendencies  ? 

But  I  am  wrong  to  recur  to  the  past.  The 
contemplation  is  unsatisfactory  to  both.  Enough 
that  the  turmoil  and  severity  of  the  world 
have  taught  me  to  appreciate  the  joy  of  a 
peaceful  independence.  I  shall  anxiously  ex- 
pect your  answer.  The  ten  days  that  must 
elapse  ere  I  receive  it,  will  appear  endless ! 
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LETTER  LXIV. 

FROM  MADEMOISELLE  THERESE   MOREAU  IN 

PARIS,  TO  THE  COUNTESS   AUGUSTE  DE 

VAUDRUEIL,  IN  BURGUNDY. 

July  25lh.  1830. 

In  the  absence.  Madam,  of  any  privileged 
relation  of  Princess  Gallitzin,  and  deeply  im- 
pressed by  the  critical  nature  of  the  situatioo 
in  which  she  is  placed,  I  write  without  her 
knowledge  or  privity  to  implore  the  assist- 
ance of  the  mother  of  her  father's  wife. 

The  communication  between  the  Russian 
Embassy  and  the  Hotel  de  Vaudreuil  has  been 
so  disastrously  interrupted  by  the  untoward  in- 
cident of  Count  Erloff's  wound,  that  I  think  it 
likely  you  may  be  unaware  of  Prince  Gallitzin's 
sudden  departure  for  St.  Petersburg  on  busi- 
ness connected  with  the  present  political  crisis, 
of  too  pressing  a  nature  to  admit  of  his  being 
accompanied  by  his  family.     The  Princess  is 
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consequently  alone  in  Paris;  where  the  dis- 
contents of  the  people  are  gaining  such  alarm- 
ing head,  that  the  few  families  of  condition  acci- 
dentally detained  here  for  the  summer,  are 
flying  in  all  directions. 

Soured  by  the  unjust  aspersions  of  which 
she  has  been  the  victim,  Princess  Gallitzin  has 
long  withdrawn  her  confidence  from  the  herd 
of  flatterers  by  whose  adulation,  on  her  first 
arrival  here,  so  young  a  head  was  naturally 
influenced.  In  the  more  critical  epochs  of  life, 
it  is  only  to  those  on  whose  sympathy  we  have 
natural  claims,  we  rely  for  counsel ;  and  the 
consequence  of  the  evil-dealing  of  the  world 
towards  my  poor  Ida,  has  been  to  impart  rare 
value  in  her  eyes  to  the  fidelity  of  an  humble 
well-wisher  like  myself.  There  has  been  much 
to  wither  the  germ  of  her  young  aff'ections. 
In  the  three  hohest  aflfections  of  her  sex — 
fihal,  conjugal,  maternal — she  has  been  cruelly 
disappointed;  by  finding  herself  a  secondary 
object  to  an  ambitious  father  and  ambitious 
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husband.  She  has  consequently  some  pretext 
for  the  dispirited  state  of  her  feeUngs.  At 
this  moment,  though  fully  aware,  more  aware 
perhaps  than  others,  of  the  dangers  impending 
over  Paris,  I  find  it  impossible  to  arouse  her 
to  a  sense  of  her  personal  danger.  All  I  can 
extort  from  her,  in  reply  to  my  entreaties  that 
she  will  take  refuge  with  her  friends  from  the 
tumults  anticipated  in  this  distracted  capital, 
is  a  despairing  ejaculation  that  she  has  only 
enemies  in  France  ! — 

I  suspect  her  to  be  devoid  of  means  for  so 
long  a  journey  as  Schloss  Rehfeld ;  or,  from 
her  anxiety  for  letters  from  Germany,  I  should 
conceive  it  her  intention  to  fly  to  her  father, 
Ida  is,  however,  too  proud  for  such  explana- 
tions. Meanwhile,  the  murmur  in  the  distance 
grows  louder  and  louder.  The  unpopularity 
of  the  ministry  and  'of  the  royal  family  hourly 
increases ;  and  from  the  government  to  the 
representatives  of  foreign  governments,  its  ob- 
noxious aUies,  there  is  but  a  step.     We,  Ma- 
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clame  la  Comtesse,  who  are  of  an  age  to  re- 
member the  horrors  of  the  first  revolution, 
have  some  pretence  for  dreading  the  prospect 
of  a  second  ! — Alas  !  Madam,  I  confess  to  you 
that  I  tremble  ! — 

Twice  or  thrice  in  the  course  of  yesterday, 
did  the  Marquis  de  Rouilly  present  himself  at 
the  Hotel,  entreating  access  to  Her  Excellency. 
In  obedience  to  the  prohibition  issued  by  the 
Prince  on  occasion  of  Count  ErlofF's  duel,  he 
was  refused.  He  wrote — his  letters  were  re- 
turned. At  length,  at  an  advanced  hour  of 
the  evening,  he  addressed  a  letter  to  myself, 
imploring  an  interview. 

To  refer  the  question  to  the  Princess,  would 
have  been  to  insure  a  negative ;  and  conceiv- 
ing, from  the  more  than  suspected  connection 
of  the  Marquis  de  Rouilly  with  the  liberal 
party  that  his  importunity  might  refer  to  some 
exigency  connected  with  the  events  of  the  day, 
I  received  him  in  my  own  apartment. 

I  was  not  deceived. — The  Marquis  bad  me, 
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if  I  valued  the  safety  of  Her  Excellency,  re- 
move her  even  if  by  force,  from  Paris.  The 
obstinacy  of  the  King,  it  seems,  is  likely  to 
hurry  on  the  course  of  events  which  time  was 
gradually  accomplishing;  and  so  extensive  is 
the  irritation  of  popular  feehng  that  the  Mar- 
quis assures  me  no  protection  may  be  suffi- 
cient for  persons  unfortunate  enough  to  be 
connected  with  the  court. 

Scarcely  a  year  ago,  Princess  Gallitzin  was 
classed  among  the  favourites  of  St.  Cloud.  The 
populace  is  slow  to  be  informed  of  the  varia- 
tions of  royal  favour;  and  Her  Excellency, 
though  lying  under  royal  reprobation,  is  likely, 
from  her  connection  with  the  Vaudreuils,  to 
be  reckoned  among  the  partizans  of  the  abso- 
lute party : — the  line  recently  adopted  by 
Count  Jules  in  the  Chamber,  rendering  him 
an  especial  object  of  popular  hatred. 

"  No  matter  what  becomes  of  me  !'^  is  the 
hourly  ejaculation  of  Her  Excellency.  *^  No 
one   cares  for  me — no  one  has   ever  cared! 

N  6 
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Let  it  suffice  for  my  comfort  that  my  timely 
warning  has  preserved  poor  Marguerite  from  a 
journey  hither,'^ — May  I  hope,  Madam,   that 
you  have  anticipated  the  object  of  my  letter, 
in   an   entreaty   that   you   will   prove   equally 
providential  towards  the  daughter  of  the  Baron 
von  Rehfeld  ?     Were  you   to  write  and   offer 
her  shelter,    she  would  probably  accept  with 
thankfulness ;    and    I    earnestly  implore   you, 
without  betraying  to  Her  Excellency  my  pre- 
sumptuous  application,    to   lose   no   time   in 
affording  her  your  advice. 

Accept  meanwhile.  Madam,  the  assurance  of 
my  respectful  devotion. 


LETTER  LXV. 

FROM  COUNT  ERLOFF,  AT  DOVER,  TO 
COUNT  ALFRED  DE  VAUDREUIL,  IN  PARIS. 

Prepare  a  gite  for  me,  my  dear  Alfred,  for 
as  soon  almost  as  this  letter,  I  shall  reach 
Paris  ! — To  remain  in  London  after  the  warn- 
ings despatched  by  yourself  and  the  Priri- 
cess,  was  impossible.  It  was  as  much  as  I 
could  do  to  tear  myself  from  Ida,  when  I 
saw  her  rich  and  prosperous ;  but  to  absent 
myself,  when  I  know  her  to  be  so  exposed  to 
danger  and  affliction,  is  an  effort  beyond  my 
powers. 

My  brother-in-law,  rather  in  mistrust  than 
kindness,  confided  to  me  a  letter  written  by 
Ida  respecting  the  danger  of  removing  Margue- 
rite to  France,  at  this  actual  moment.  But 
her  rash  intimacy  with  the  factious  intrigant 
to  whom  I  attempted  to  give  a  lesson  on  her 
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account^  renders  it  probable  that  she  is  only 
too  correctly  informed ;  and  on  pretence  of 
ascertaining  the  exact  state  of  the  case  and 
forwarding  authentic  intelligence  to  Elvinston 
(who  is  wild  to  remove  my  poor  dear  suffering 
sister  by  slow  journeys  into  Italy,)  I  quitted 
London  within  a  fortnight  of  my  arrival ;  and 
shall  at  least  be  on  the  spot  to  watch  over  the 
safety  of  her  who,  whether  loved  or  hated  to 
distraction,  is  still  the  predominant  influence 
of  my  life. 

I  leave  poor  Marguerite,  though  in  a  state 
of  great  debility,  in  no  immediate  danger ;  and 
surrounded  by  all  the  luxuries  that  wealth,  all 
the  zeal  that  the  most  affectionate  tenderness, 
can  afibrd.  Never  was  she  cared  for  among 
her  own  people  and  in  her  father's  house  as 
by  the  cordial  and  devoted  family  of  her 
husband ! — Elvinston  is,  as  you  always  assured 
me,  the  best  fellow  in  the  world  ! — I  have  no 
anxiety  for  the  destinies  of  his  wife,  but  such 
as  depends  upon  the  will  of  Heaven  ! 
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For  poor  Ida,  on  the  contrary,  I  have  a 
thousand; — yes,  poor  Ida,  my  dear  Alfred, 
however  high  and  imposing  her  worldly  posi- 
tion. War  without — war  within  !  Nothing  in 
her  heart  or  household  to  afford  comfort  in 
the  hour  of  tribulation  ! — I  apprehend  a  thou- 
sand evils  for  her,  independent  of  those  aris- 
ing from  public  excitement.  I  am  afraid  of 
Rouilly — I  am  afraid  even  of  you.  Not  one  of 
you  is  interested  in  her  behalf  beyond  tha> 
promptings  of  vanity  that  place  you  at  the 
feet  of  any  or  every  beauty  in  fashion.  It  is 
only  I  who  would  fain  devote  myself  to  her  as 
a  brother,  and  resign  my  worthless  life  in  her 
cause ! — 

Do  not  blame  my  re-appearance  on  the  scene 
from  which  you  had  banished  me.  To  refrain 
would  have  been  an  exercise  of  self-control 
scarcely  to  be  expected  of  the  "  wilful  barba- 
rian,'^ whose  reckless  nature  you  have  so  truly 
described. 
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LETTER  LXVI. 

FROM  COUNT  ALFRED  DE  VAUDREUIL,    L\ 
PARIS,  TO  COUNT  JULES  AT  ST.  CLOUD. 

26th.  July,  1830. 
I  lose  not  a  moment  in  telling  you  that, 
after  a  long  interview  this  morning  with  la 
belle  Ida,  in  which  I  managed  to  extract  from 
her  six  times  as  much  as  she  is  aware  of  having 
betrayed,  I  am  convinced  that  the  projects 
of  the  freedom-of-the-press-mongers,  are  far 
deeper  laid  than  we  ever  for  a  moment  con- 
jectured. Do  your  very  utmost  to  have  this 
signified  to  Madame.  She  has  less  sense  than 
the  others,  but  is  more  accessible.  See  Ma- 
dame de  R.,  see  whomever  you  can,  that  has 
the  smallest  influence  with  Polignac :  and 
assure  them  meo  periculo  that  there  was  a 
meeting  of  deputies  last  night  at  Rouilly's, 
which  lasted  till  day-hght  this  morning. 
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This  message  is  not  the  sole  motive  of  my 
letter.  Send  me  back,  by  the  bearer,  an  urgent 
invitation  to  Princess  Gallitzin  to  hasten  to 
Les  Genets.  Mine  does  not  suffice  to  satisfy 
her  scruples — or  is  perhaps  the  cause  of  her 
scruples.  I  had  already  suggested,  through  the 
gouvernante,  a  letter  of  similar  import  from  our 
worthy  aunt.  But  two  days  must  elapse  be- 
fore the  answer  returns ;  and  the  rapid  com- 
plication of  events  alarms  me.  All  those  one  . 
cares  for,  must  be  hurried  out  of  Paris.  Im- 
possible to  surmise  what  the  events  of  tl^e  next 
four  and  twenty  hours  may  bring  to  pass  ! 

Princess  Gallitzin  is  as  wayward  in  all  this, 
as  I  have  ever  found  her.  No  persuading  her 
to  listen  to  reason,  or  rather  no  persuading  her 
of  the  existence  of  any  reason  superior  to  her 
own  !  She  affects  a  sort  of  romantic  gratifica- 
tion in  exposure  to  the  dangers  to  which  she 
has  been  left  by  her  glacial  ambassador  -,  nor 
can  I  induce  her,  by  any  representation  of 
mine  or  old  Moreau^s,  to  quit  her  post !     She 
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is  waiting  she  says,  for  answers  from  Germany 
to  letters  of  importance.  She  may  wait,  per- 
haps, till  the  Russian  Embassy  has  been  razed 
to  the  ground  by  an  outburst  of  popular  fury ! 
For  Rouilly  who  is,  I  am  persuaded,  the  effi- 
cient head  of  the  movement  party,  has  had  the 
art  to  render  Gallitzin  so  odious,  and  to  attri- 
bute so  much  of  our  cabinet  policy  to  the 
ascendancy  of  Russia,  that  I  have  very  little 
doubt  the  precipitate  journey  of  the  Prince 
was  produced  by  some  warning  that  he  is 
a  marked  man,  from  the  secret  police  which 
Russia  holds  fast  bound  in  its  golden  chain. 
1  have  had  the  precaution  to  secure  a  pass- 
port available  for  Madame  Gallitzin,  her  atten- 
dants, and  myself  as  their  escort ;  and  to  keep 
horses  in  readiness  for  the  first  stage  out  of 
Paris,  at  any  hour  of  the  day  or  night.  Un- 
less our  prospects  brighten  in  the  course  of  to- 
day, I  shall  by  some  means  or  other  prevail 
upon  her  to  start  this  evening ;  either  taking 
the  road  to  Les  Genets,  in  accordance  with 


your  invitation,  or  to  Germany  at  once.  A 
line  in  return — to  let  me  know  what  has  trans- 
pired at  the  Chateau  since  the  Council  held 
this  morning  !  —  The  attroupements  increase 
tremendously  in  the  Basse  Ville,  and  troops 
are  marching  in  from  all  directions  ! — Adieu ! 


LETTER  LXVII. 

FROM  PRINCESS  GALLITZIN  TO  BARON  VON 
REHFELD. 

Only  five  days  have  elapsed  since  the  date  of 
my  last  letter,  my  dear  father,  and  the  pro- 
gress of  events  has  been  so  rapid,  that  instead 
of  venturing  to  wait  your  answer,  I  have  de- 
termined to  quit  Paris  this  very  night.  The 
Count  de  Tcherbatoff,  who  during  Prince  Gal- 
litzin's  absence  exercises  unlimited  authority 
here,  and  exercises  it  in  a  manner  to  show  he 
is  the  confidant  of  the  disagreements  between 
myself  and  the  Prince,  persists  in  assuring  me, 
that,  whatever  may  be  the  result  of  the  King's 
constitutional  maintenance  of  authority  over 
a  factious  press,  it  is  too  much  the  interest 
of  the  liberal  party,  or  any  engaged  in  the  dis- 
pute, to  conciliate  the  favour  of  Russia,  to 
admit  of  the  possibility  of  my  exposure  to 
molestation.     But  Monsieur  de  Rouilly,    the 


friend  of  Laffitte  and  Berard^  as  well  as  the 
Vaudreuils,  the  adherents  of  the  court,  are 
unanimous  in  opinion  that  flight  is  the  best 
security  ;  and  I  am  consequently  hastening  to 
the  protection  of  the  mother  of  Madame  von 
Rehfeld,  as  the  most  suitable  retreat  for  me, 
during  the  absence  of  the  Prince. 

Do  not  suppose,  dear  Sir,  that  it  is  the  non- 
arrival  of  an  answer  to  my  self-invitation  that 
prevents  my  preference  of  a  journey  to  Reh- 
feld.  But  without  having  recourse  to  Monsieur 
TcherbatofF,  who  might  see  fit  to  oppose  the 
measure,  I  cannot  command  either  money  or 
passports  for  crossing  the  frontier. 

Have  the  goodness,  therefore,  to  write  to  me 
at  Les  Genets.  I  cannot  but  fully  believe 
that  both  yourself  and  the  Baroness  will  be 
anxious  to  hear  of  my  welfare  at  so  trying  a 
moment.  We  set  off  this  evening  at  dusk,  on 
pretence  of  a  drive  to  Viry,  the  villa  of  Ma- 
dame de  Raguse ;  and  from  thence,  hasten  into 
Burgundy. 
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LETTER  LXVIII. 

FROM  COUNT  ERLOFF  TO  THE  BARONESS 
VON  REHFELD. 

I  promised  Lord  Elvinston  to  warn  you, 
mother,  against  addressing  your  letters  to  my 
sister  in  Paris,  as  he  suggested  in  his  last  i 
their  journey  being  delayed  by  the  alarming 
aspect  of  public  events.  My  sister's  perils  of 
climate  are  far  less  peremptory  than  those 
which  might  arise  from  personal  alarm. 

I  write  from  Amiens;  where  I  am  com- 
pelled to  pass  the  night  by  the  impossibility 
of  procuring  post-horses,  or  a  place  in  any 
public  conveyance.  So  many  persons  are  in 
transit  on  the  road  to  England,  that  I  must 
submit  to  this  vexatious  delay.  The  period 
of  Lord  and  Lady  Elvinston's  journey  will  be 
determined  by  my  report  of  the  state  of  affairs 
in  Paris. 

Hotel  de  Vaudreuil,  2nii,  July,  1830. 

I  wrote  the  above  without  reflecting   that 
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though  committed  to  the  post  at  Amiens,  it 
would  not  precede  me  here.      I  add  this  post- 
script, in  considerable  doubt  whether  the  foreign 
mails  will  be  able  to  quit  the  capital.     As  I  ap- 
proached it  yesterday  en  poste,  every  league  of 
the  journey  rendered  more  and  more  apparent 
the  excitement  of  public  feeling.    I  had  even 
the  greatest  difficulty  in  obtaining  horses  from 
Vernon  to  St.  Denis.     The  route  presented  an 
almost  uninterrupted  line  of  carriages  ;    but  at 
the  last  post,  I  found  it  impossible  to  proceed. 
A  crowd  of  vehicles  obstructed  the  road,   in 
want  of  horses,  the  post-master's  stables  hav- 
ing been  seized  for  the  public  service.     Further 
delay,  at  so  exciting  a  moment,  was  insupport- 
able.    Abandoning  my  baggage,    therefore,  I 
made  my  way  on  foot,  across  the  fields,  into 
Paris. 

I  will  not  detain  you,  mother,  to  describe  the 
state  of  emotion  in  which,  after  passing  the 
barrier,  I  pushed  my  way  through  the  melee 
encumbering  the  Faubourg  St.  Denis  !  In- 
sufficiently versed  in  the  topography  of  Paris 


to  reach  the  Faubourg  St.  Germain  without 
encountering  the  struggle  of  the  Boulevarts, 
I  found  myself  unarmed  and  as  a  mere  spec- 
tator, in  the  midst  of  charges  of  cavalry  and 
the  uproar  of  an  insurgent  populace;  thrice 
obstructed  in  my  road  by  the  interposition  of 
barricades,  formed  of  broken  carriages,  carts, 
paving  stones,  and  every  object  available  for  the 
improvisation  of  civil  war. 

At  any  other  moment,  I  should  have  found 
it  difficult,  nay,  impossible,  to  resist  involving 
myself  in  the  quarrel  so  little  my  own ;  nor 
will  I  outrage  your  Vaudreuil  blood  by  avow- 
ing on  which  side  my  sympathies  were  en- 
listed. I  pushed  my  way,  however,  like  a 
madman  through  that  boiling,  seething  mass  of 
human  fervour,  struggling  for  liberties  in  which 
I  or  mine  have  no  interest  beyond  the  com- 
mon fraternization  of  human  nature;  intent 
only  upon  hastening  to  the  support  of  the  only 
individual  in  Paris  personally  interesting  to 
my  feelings. 

Nearly  three  hours  had  elapsed  before,   co- 
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vered  with  dust  and  smoke,  I  presented  my- 
self at  the  gates  of  the  Embassy.  I  had  great 
difficulty  in  getting  even  my  solitary  summons 
answered.  In  every  street,  as  I  passed,  even 
those  remote  from  the  uproar  of  the  emeutes, 
I  had  observed  the  partes  cocheres  carefully 
closed.  It  did  not  therefore  much  surprise 
me  that  Nikita,  the  old  porter,  should  reply 
abruptly  and  ungraciously  to  a  pedestrian  ap- 
plicant, in  such  complete  disarray  as  I  pre- 
sented myself. 

After  making  myself  known,  I  inquired  for 
Prince  Gallitzin. — "  Gone  to  St.  Petersburg." 

I  inquired  for  the  Princess.  "  She  was 
not  visible.'' 

Understanding  by  this  a  porter's  banal  ex- 
cuse, I  persisted. 

'^  Her  Excellency,''  he  said,  "  had  driven 
out,  early  in  the  evening,  with  Count  Alfred  de 
Vaudreuil.  It  was  now  near  midnight.  There 
appeared  little  probability  that  she  would  re- 
turn." 

I  inquired  for  Mademoiselle  Therese? — "  Ab- 


sent  also/' — For  TcherbatofF? — ''  Monsieur  le 
Comte  had  retired  for  the  night ;  and  was  very 
unUkely  to  admit  a  stranger,  at  that  hour.'' 

The  porter  now  closed  the  gate  in  my  face, 
and  after  a  moment's  reflection,  I  began  to 
feel  the  absurdity  of  persisting.  Still,  I  lingered 
near  the  spot.  At  intervals,  pelotons  of  troops 
galloped  through  the  street,  at  intervals  a 
vidette ;  and  at  a  distance,  I  could  hear  every 
now  and  then,  a  discharge  of  random  shots,  as 
if  the  insurrection  was  every  moment  gathering 
ground.  At  length,  I  determined  on  a  second 
attempt ;  and  by  a  considerable  bribe  prevailed 
upon  Nikita  to  carry  my  name  to  Tcherba- 
tofF. 

The  man  admitted  me  within  the  gates  the 
moment  he  undertook  my  commission ;  and  as 
I  stood  under  the  archway,  inhaling  the  per- 
fume of  intermingling  lime  and  orange  blos- 
soms, freshened  by  the  dews  of  midnight, 
with  my  eyes  fixed  upon  the  self  same  windows 
of  Ida's  apartments,  the  contemplation  of 
w^hich,  scarcely  a  month  ago,  filled  my   heart 


with  emotions  of  so  different  a  nature,  my  feel- 
ings were  strangely  overcome. 

The  porter  returned  with  an  ungracious 
message ;  still  holding  in  his  hand  the  scrap  of 
paper  on  which  I  had  written  my  name. 
"  The  Count  did  not  choose  to  see  me." 

But  though  I  had  submitted  to  the  wilfulness 
of  a  porter  obeying  the  orders  he  had  received, 
I  was  not  to  be  thus  lightly  treated  by  Tcher- 
batoff.  Without  a  syllable  of  altercation,  there- 
fore, I  made  my  way  straight  into  the  house. 
The  servants  had  not  courage  to  oppose  me. 
In  a  moment,  I  had  entered  the  Chancery ; 
where  the  whole  mission,  as  well  as  several 
strangers,  were  assembled  in  earnest  delibe- 
ration. 

TcherbatofF,  much  confused  at  my  appear- 
ance, instantly  led  me  into  an  adjoining  room. 

'^  I  am  sorry  to  appear  an  intruder  upon 
your  midnight  councils,'^  said  I.  "  My  errand 
here  is  of  a  purely  personal  nature.     In  the 
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midst  of  the  riot  and  confusion  that  salute  me 
on  my  return  to  Paris,  I  wish  to  obtain  tidings 
of  the  welfare  of  Prince  and  Princess  Gallitzin.'^ 

"  Nikita  surely  informed  you  that  the  Prince 
is  at  St.  Petersburg  ?  Of  the  Princess,  I  al- 
most hoped  you  were  come  to  give  me  tid- 
ings.'' 

"  I  tell  you  I  am  this  moment  arrived  in 
Paris. — My  dress  might  serve  to  convince  you. 
I  have  traversed  the  city  on  foot,  contending 
both  with  the  troops  and  the  populace.'" 

"  You  have  not  seen  Vaudreuil,  then  ?" 

"  I  concluded  he  was  at  Baden,  whether  he 
announced  his  journey  to  me  a  week  ago." 

^^  He  may  be  on  his  way  there :  in  which 
case  Her  Excellency  is  the  companion  of  his 
flight." 

There  was  something  insulting  in  the  tone 
of  Tcherbatoff  that  strongly  tempted  me  to 
knock  him  down. 

^'  Have  you  any  further  commands  with  me  ?'' 
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said  he  abruptly.  "  If  not,  excuse  my  quitting 
you.  We  are  deliberating  upon  the  surest 
mode  of  despatching  our  courier.  The  popu- 
lace is  in  possession  of  the  barriers." 

"  You  will  first  have  the  goodness  to  inform 
me,''  said  I  sternly,  "  what  grounds  you  have 
for  stating  the  Princess  to  be  in  Vaudreuil's 
company;  and  when  Her  Excellency  quitted 
home  ?" 

"  I  am  ready  to  answer  you  without  the  as* 
sumption  of  this  Paladin  tone/'  replied  Tcherba- 
toff  coldly,  "  having  scarcely  leisure  to  waste, 
in  the  midst  of  an  emeute,  on  any  private 
quarrel,  even  in  honour  of  Princess  Gallitzin. 
I  myself  saw  Her  Excellency  enter  a  strange 
carriage,  brought  hither  by  Vaudreuil  this  even- 
ing at  her  usual  dinner  hour,  taking  with  her 
several  caskets  of  valuables  and  her  personal 
attendants.  Previous  to  quitting  the  house, 
she  issued  orders  in  contradiction  to  these 
appearances,   as  if  purporting  only  an  evening 
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drive  ;  but  she  has  not  returned  !  Princess 
Gallitzin  having  accustomed  us  to  caprices^  I 
contented  myself  with  desiring  Nikita  to  sit  up 
and  admit  her  at  any  hour  of  the  night,  how- 
ever irregular,  at  which  she  might  choose  to 
present  herself." 

"  Terrified  by  the  popular  disturbances,'* 
said  I,  '^  she  has  doubtless  sought  refuge  at  the 
Hotel  de  Vaudreuil  !'* 

Tcherbatoff  shrugged  his  shoulders.  "  It 
strikes  me  that  the  Princess  was  quite  as  safely 
and  far  more  respectably  lodged  under  the 
roof  of  the  Russian  Embassy,"  said  the  attache 
with  a  sneer. 

"  On  the  contrary,  in  such  instances,  obs- 
curity affords  the  best  security .^^ 

"At  all  events,  she  has  judged  for  herself, 
and  for  her  own  sake,  let  us  trust,  discreetly," 
added  the  Count.  "  But  I  must  now  positively 
wish  you  good  night.  Should  you  hear  tidings 
of  the  Princess,  oblige  me  by  communicating 
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them.  We  might  hear  of  her  perhaps  at  the 
Hotel  de  Rouilly/'  added  he  with  a  smile. 
"  But  it  would  be  less  than  desirable  for  a 
servant  of  the  Russian  Ambassador  to  be  seen 
in  communication  with  such  a  den  of  re- 
bels." 

Retaining  to  myself  the  right  of  bringing 
TcherbatofF  to  account,  hereafter,  for  the  inso- 
lence of  his  tone,  I  took  a  hasty  leave  and 
with  hurried  steps,  and  the  utmost  difficulty, 
made  my  way  hither.  With  still  more  diffi- 
culty did  I  manage  to  rouse  old  Bertlet  from 
his  slumbers.  I  verily  believe  that  the  tumults 
of  the  Revolution,  distracting  the  city,  had 
not  yet  reached  that  secluded  quarter  ! 

I  had  no  time  to  take  upon  myself  the  task 
of  enlightening  him.  All  I  had  to  inquire  was 
after  the  family. 

"  The  Countess  was  in  Burgundy ; — Count 
Jules  was  on  duty,  at  St.  Cloud ; — Count  Al- 
fred, probably,  at  his  entresol  on  the  Place  de 
la  Concorde." 
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I  hurried  thither. 

"  Monsieur  le  Comte  had  been  absent  since 
morning.'* — His  valet-de- chambre  appeared  al- 
most as  anxious  as  myself. 

T  now  resolved  at  all  hazards  to  obtain  infor- 
mation at  the  Hotel  de  Rouilly.  But  so  ex- 
hausted was  I  by  fatigue  and  hunger  after  my 
harassing  march,  that  it  was  an  effort  almost 
beyond  my  power  to  attain  the  Faubourg  du 
Roule ;  and  not  a  fiacre  was  to  be  had  ! 

On  reaching  the  porte  cochere,  my  knock 
produced  no  response.  On  repeating  it  a 
second  and  even  third  time,  the  door  was 
slightly  opened  and  a  hand  protruded,  as  if 
expecting  a  card  or  some  sort  of  countersign. 
I  had  none  to  give ;  but  managed  through  the 
crack  of  the  door,  to  make  my  inquiries. 
All  I  could  understand  of  the  answer  was,  that 
the  family  had  retired  for  the  night,  and  that 
it  was  many  weeks  since  Madame  I'Ambassa- 
drice  had  visited  the  Hotel. 
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Yet  in  outrageous  defiance  of  this  assertion, 
I  saw  through  the  aperture  lights  in  the  grand 
apartments,  and  half  a  dozen  carriages  and 
cabriolets  stationed  in  the  courtyard.  Whether 
the  Princess  were  there  or  not,  I  am  now  con- 
vinced that  one  of  Rouilly's  political  conclaves 
was  sitting  at  that  moment ! 

While  I  stood  hesitating  what  further  course 
to  pursue,  a  detachment  of  cavalry  galloping  in 
from  the  barracks  at  Courbevoie,  probably  oti 
its  road  towards  the  Basse  Ville,  scoured  the 
street.  Long  ere  they  reached  the  porte  co- 
chere,  it  was  closed,  and  the  bolts  heavily 
drawn  within.  All  that  remained  for  me  was 
to  return  footsore  and  heartsore  to  the  Hotel 
de  Vaudreuil,  where  1  had  prepared  Bertlet  to 
expect  me  back. 

Refreshed  by  a  few  hours'  sleep,  I  now 
hasten  to  reassure  you  with  intelligence  that, 
though  a  revolution  is  incontestably  in  progress. 
Princess  Gallitzin  has  quitted  Paris. — I  have 
just  ascertained  from  Alfred's  servants  that  the 
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carriage  in  which  she  left  the  Embassy  was 
his  ;  and  that  they  were  to  proceed  to  Viry,  on 

a    visit  to    the  Duchesse  de   R . — There 

at  least,  they  are  safe  !     May  this  letter  also 
reach  you  in  safety. 
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LETTER  LXIX. 

FROM   MADEMOISELLE  THERESE  MOREAU  IN 

PARIS  TO  PRINCE  GALLITZIN,    IN  ST. 

PETERSBURG. 

It  becomes  my  painful  duty  to  apprize  your 
Excellency  of  the  unhappy  course  of  events 
that  has  arisen  in  your  family,  out  of  the 
cruel  visitations  with  which  it  has  pleased 
Heaven  to  afflict  this  capital.  My  letter  may 
never  reach  your  hands.  The  fate  of  Paris — 
of  France  itself— is  still  uncertain.  I  must  not 
however  refrain  from  doing  that  justice  to  the 
conduct^  it  may  be  to  the  memory,  of  your 
unfortunate  wife,  which  the  deportment  of 
Monsieur  de  Tcherbatoff  towards  myself  when 
I  presented  myself  at  the  Embassy  this  morn- 
ing, induces  me  to  fear  may  not  otherwise  be 
transmitted  to  your  knowledge. 

It  is  scarcely  necessary  to  preface  my  state- 
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ment  with  the  assertion  that,  left  alone  in  this 
great  city,  so  young,  so  beautiful,  yet  so  little 
cared  for,  Princess  Gallitzin  surveyed  the  com- 
mencement of  the  recent  terrible  struggle  with 
utter  consternation.  You  will  learn  from  your 
ow^n  household,  how  fearfully  alarmed  by  warn- 
ing and  admonishment  from  all  parties,  she 
consented  to  take  refuge  till  your  return  with 
the  mother  of  the  Baroness  von  Rehfeld.  The 
proposal  was  my  own ;  and  at  my  suggestion. 
Count  Alfred  de  Vaudreuil,  on  the  first  open 
demonstration  of  violence  in  the  city,  removed 
us  from  the  Hotel  de  I'Ambassade,  which  we 
were  assured  would  be  one  of  the  first  points 
attacked  by  the  populace.  Her  Excellency 
raised  considerable  difficulties  against  the  plan  ; 
but  was  at  length  prevailed  upon  (escorted  by 
myself,  Luiska,  and  the  Count)  to  quit  Paris. 
But  alas  !  her  long  hesitation,  her  misgivings 
and  the  feebleness  occasioned  by  a  slow  fever 
which,  for  the  last  six  weeks  has  been  under- 
mining her  constitution,  caused  the  utter  fail- 


299 

ure  of  the  enterprize.  I  scarcely  know  what  I 
write.  I  want  courage  to  describe  intelligibly 
the  terrible  scenes  from  which  I  have  just 
eiiierged.  The  insurgent  city  is  scarcely  yet 
tranquiUized,  or  the  blood  dried  up  in  the 
streets.  Hundreds  of  dead  lie  unburied — thou- 
sands of  wounded  encumber  the  hospitals. — 
And  I  have  witnessed  all  this ! — Your  Excel- 
lency must  pardon  me  if  I  seem  to  ramble. 

On  quitting  the  Hotel  with  Monsieur  de 
Vaudreuil,  Ida,  though  pale  and  silent,  seemed 
supported  by  the  resolution  of  despair.  And 
it  is  well  that  she  was  so  ;  for  notwithstanding 
the  precautions  taken  beforehand  by  the  Count 
to  ascertain  the  securest  line  for  reaching  the 
southern  barrier,  as  we  were  following  the 
quay  towards  the  Pont  Neuf,  we  became  en- 
tangled in  a  line  of  vehicles  from  which  we 
could  only  extricate  ourselves  by  turning  into 
the  Rue  de  Seine ;  where  we  were  met  by  a 
detachment  of  the  insurgents,  who  instantly 
surrounded  the  carriage  and  took  possession  of 
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it  for  the  purpose  of  forming  a  barricade.  Al- 
ready they  had  seized  the  horses'  heads  and 
forced  the  coachman  to  dismount;  and  the 
remonstrances  and  resistance  of  the  Count 
served  only  to  stimulate  the  people  into  greater 
violence. 

Princess  Gallitzin  was  the  first  to  recognize 
the  inutiUty  of  resistance,  and  to  urge  us  to 
return  to  the  Hotel;  and  thus,  in  the  thick  of 
a  stress  and  uproar  such  as  I  had  not  supposed 
human  beings  capable  of  creating,  we  were 
compelled  to  abandon  our  project— abandon 
all — and  return  as  best  we  might,  to  the  Ho- 
tel. But  in  that  dreadful  struggle,  (Jiow  dread- 
ful, I  even  now  tremble  to  consider!) — we  were 
separated  ! — The  last  I  beheld  of  the  Princess 
was  after  descending  from  the  carriage,  pale  as 
death  and  trembling  in  every  Hmb,  leaning  on 
the  arm  of  the  Count  de  Vaudreuil  who  was 
attempting  to  force  a  passage  for  her  through 
the  melee. 

But  already,  a  knot   of  those  frantic  men, 
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intoxicated  to  all  appearance  by  the  excitement 
of  their  enterprize,  had  seized  upon  myself  and 
Luiska;  and  insisted  upon  forcing  us  to  a 
neighbouring  mercer's,  that  we  might  lend  our 
aid  to  a  female  already  at  work  there,  making  up 
tri-coloured  cockades.  Resistance  was  impos- 
sible ;  and  any  place  of  shelter  seemed  prefer- 
able to  the  press  of  that  trampling  multitude  ! 
Since  it  was  impossible  to  rejoin  the  Princess, 
whom  I  considered  as  safe  as  circumstanced 
would  admit  under  the  guidance  of  an  efficient 
protector,  we  patiently  obeyed  the  commands 
of  our  harsh  task  masters ;  and  for  seven 
successive  hours,  worked  without  intermission, 
on  the  promise  that  we  should  afterwards  be 
escorted  back  in  safety  to  our  homes. 

They  kept  their  word.  But  it  was  an  early 
hour  of  the  morning  when  I  reached  the  Em- 
bassy. —  Troops  were  already  scouring  the 
streets  in  all  directions ;  for  the  morning  of  the 
fatal  28th  had  already  dawned ! 

Your  Excellency  will  enter  into  my  feelings 
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on  learning  from  Nikita  that  the  Princess  had 
not  yet  returned.  I  despatched  a  message  to 
the  Hotel  de  Vaudreuil— to  the  residence  of 
Count  Alfred  5 — still  no  tidings  ! — Impossible 
to  hope  that  she  had  quitted  Paris  ! — Money 
could  not  have  procured,  at  that  moment,  a 
vehicle  for  the  purpose. 

At  the  Hotel  de  Vaudreuil,  however,  my 
messages  of  inquiry  procured  me  the  aid  of 
Count  ErlofF;  who  appears  to  have  arrived  most 
opportunely,  on  the  very  eve  of  the  revolution. 
He  lost  not  a  moment  in  seeking  me,  and  hav- 
ing ascertained  the  exact  spot  where  I  had 
parted  from  the  Princess,  instantly  set  off  to 
make  personal  inquiries. 

Overpowered  with  misery  and  fatigue,  I  was 
indeed  ill-prepared  for  the  insulting  tone  in 
which  my  explanations  were  received  by  Mon- 
sieur de  TcherbatofF  and  others  of  your  Excel- 
lency's establishment.  So  bitter,  indeed,  was 
my  mortification  under  their  insinuations 
against   my    unhappy    Ida,    that  on    the  re- 
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turn  of  Count  Erloff  towards  evening,  not 
only  without  bringing  intelligence  of  the  miss- 
ing parties  but  bringing  such  tidings  of  the 
state  of  the  capital  as  convinced  us  that  the 
cause  of  the  King  was  lost,  I  readily  accepted 
his  invitation  to  accompany  him  to  the  Hotel 
de  Vaudreuil,  in  order  that  we  might  pursue  our 
future  inquiries  together.  The  distresses,  the 
despair,  of  this  high-spirited  young  man,  while 
describing  the  frightful  scenes  he  had  witnessed 
and  surmising  what  might  be  the  destiny  of  the 
unfortunate  creature  we  were  deploring,  was 
that  of  the  truest  and  tenderest  of  brothers  ! 

But  alas  !  the  support  of  his  presence  was 
soon  denied  me.  At  an  early  hour,  the  Count 
quitted  the  Hotel  to  prosecute  his  inquiries; 
and  from  that  moment,  has  been  heard  of  no 


more 


Unless  mischance  had  befallen  him — unless 
mischance  had  befallen  the  Princess,  some  tid- 
ings of  them  must  surely  have  reached  the 
Embassy ;  and  Bertlet,  who  has  this  moment 
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returned  from  thence  bringing  tidings  of  the 
complete  success  of  the  revolutionary  party  and 
the  cessation  of  the  struggle,  assures  me  that  not 
a  syllable  is  known,  either  there  or  at  the  resi- 
dence of  her  Excellency,  or  the  two  cousins  ! 

I  have  felt  it  my  duty  to  acquaint  you  of 
this. — My  letter  may  never  reach  you. — It  is 
still  impossible  to  surmise  what  may  be  the 
result  of  these  ruinous  and  cruel  events. 


THE    ambassador's    WIFE.  305 


LETTER  LXX. 

FROM  COUNT  JULES  DE  VAUDREUIL   AT 

RAMBOUILLET  TO  THE  COUNTESS  DE 

VAUDREUIL  AT  LES  GENETS. 

On  the  point  of  following  the  royal  family  to 
H^vre,  I  have  scarcely  strength,  dear  Madam, 
for  the  melancholy  office  that  devolves  upon 
me  of  acquainting  you  with  the  direful  effects 
of  the  recent  crisis,  upon  our  unfortunate 
family.  If  I  have  not  in  consequence  aban- 
doned that  of  my  sovereign  in  their  day  of 
humiliation,  I  breathe  not  the  less  earnestly 
my  prayer  to  heaven  of  "  God  forgive  the 
King  1^' — The  ministers  of  him  whom  I  am  no 
longer  entitled  to  denominate  Charles  X,  have 
to  answer  for  deluging  the  capital  with  blood, 
and  decimating  the  families  so  faithfully  de- 
voted to  the  cause  of  monarchy,  in  France  ! 

I  have  lost  my  brother,  Madam  !  Alfred,  our 
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dear  and  deplored  Alfred — has  fallen  in  a  strug- 
gle with  a  band  of  ruffians,  whom  I  will  not 
gratify  with  the  name  of  countrymen  ! — His 
body  was  recognized  by  the  papers  he  carried 
about  him,  among  the  officers  of  the  royal 
guard  slain  in  the  attack  upon  the  Louvre. 
That  he  should  have  volunteered  his  services 
where  the  danger  was  greatest,  at  a  period 
when  so  many  of  those  calling  themselves 
adherents  of  the  throne — so  many  of  those 
indebted  for  their  bread  to  the  House  of  Bour- 
bon— either  skulked  in  their  houses  or  fled 
from  this  devoted  city,  will  not  surprise  you, 
who  know  the  gallant  spirit  of  my  brother. — 
At  present  I  have  not  courage  to  say  more. 

You  have  probably  learned,  from  other 
sources,  that  on  the  first  day  of  the  revolution, 
Princess  Gallitzin  disappeared  from  her  Hotel, 
and  has  been  heard  of  no  more. — So  rapid  has 
been  the  course  of  events,  so  confused  the 
proceedings  of  the  self-constituted  authorities, 
and  so  hasty  the  interment  of  the  dead  in  con- 
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sequence  of  the  state  of  the  atmosphere,  that 
it  is  more  than  probable  she  may  have  fallen 
an  unsuspected  victim,  and  been  already  laid 
in  an  obscure  grave. 

Pray  for  us,  my  dear  aunt,  for  consolation 
for  evils  past,  and  deliverance  from  evils  to 
come  !  Alas  !  I  have  myself  scarcely  fortitude 
to  look  forward  to  the  distracted  prospects  of 
France ! 
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CONCLUSION. 

Revolutions  like  other  storms^  have  their 
term,  and  eventually  rave  themselves  to  rest. 
— Within  two  years  of  the  "  glorious  days  of 
July,"  nearly  all  trace  was  effaced  in  Paris  of 
that  sanguinary  crisis.  The  graves  of  the  dead 
were  obliterated, — a  new  dynasty  was  reigning 
at  the  Tuileries^ — and  a  new  ministry  becoming 
unpopular,  under  the  government  of  the  once  li- 
beral Marquis  de  Rouilly.  A  new  ambassador  of 
all  the  Russias  presided  over  the  malachite  vases; 
and  of  his  predecessor,  nothing  was  known  in 
Paris,  save  that  he  had  not  been  recalled  to  the 
Imperial  court  on  his  removal  from  office. 
Lost  in  obscurity  at  Moscow,  he  was  either 
passing  his  widowhood  in  decent  mourning,  or 
fretting  away  his  disgrace  in  sullen  mortifica- 
tion. 

In  the  spring  of  1832,    at  the  period  the 


cholera  was  raging  in  Paris,  the  volatile  aristo- 
cracy of  that  brilliant  capital,  which  had  al- 
ready reconcentrated  itself  into  courtly  form, 
under  the  judicious  influence  of  the  new  dy- 
nasty, began  suddenly  to  evince  that  fervour 
of  contrition  and  piety  to  which,  at  such  epochs 
of  pain  and  peril,  even  the  least  devout  persons 
are  susceptible.  The  churches  and  confession- 
als were  constantly  filled  with  persons  emit- 
ting from  their  dress  the  aromatic  effusions 
announcing  anxious  precautions  against  infec- 
tion; and  the  sacred  rites,  which  could  no 
longer  be  bestowed  upon  the  dead,  were  doubly 
in  request  among  the  living.  The  temples  oi 
religion  were  perpetually  filled  with  incense — 
the  altars  constantly  adorned  with  flowers ; — 
and  while  hearses  passed  rapidly  and  almost 
continuously  through  the  streets  towards  the 
burial  srrounds  of  the  suburbs,  the  pealing  notes 
of  the  organ  filled  the  groined  aisles  of  Notre 
Dame  and  St.Eustache  with  unceasing  hymns  of 
intercession.     At  that  awful  moment,  even  the 
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most  inconsiderate  seemed  to  re-attach  them- 
selves to  their  duties. 

One  evening,  towards  the  close  of  the  month 
of  May,  when  the  epidemic  was  at  its  worst, 
the  equipage  of  the  old  Countess  de  Vaudreuil 
drew  up  before  the  gate  of  the  convent  in  the 
rue  des  Fosses  St.  Victor,  to  which,  in  former 
days,  it  had  so  often  conveyed  her  gentle 
grand-daughter ;  and  lo !  there  stepped  forth 
into  the  parloir,  not  the  venerable  dowager, 
but  the  now  widowed  Baroness  von  Rehfeld, 
once  more  an  inmate  of  the  Hotel  de  Vau- 
dreuil. 

^*  I  am  come,  reverende  mere,''  said  she, 
addressing  the  lady  abbess,  after  respectfully 
kissing  her  hand,  (an  homage  dedicated  rather 
to  a  daughter  of  the  noble  house  of  Montmoren- 
cy than  to  the  superior  of  the  sisterhood,)  "  to 
execute  a  commission  too  long  neglected. — One 
whom  I  must  not  name  in  your  presence — a 
renegade  from  our  holy  church — has  forwarded 
to  me,  for  the  last  two  years,  her  contributions 
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to  the  funds  of  the  convent  for  the  furtherance 
of  its  charitable  purposes.    Hitherto/'  she  con- 
tinued  dropping  two  rouleaux  of  a  hundred 
louis  each  into  the  tronc  des  pauvres,  "  I  have 
been  afraid  of  presenting  myself  here — appre- 
hensive you  might  suppose  my  maternal  in- 
fluence was  insufficiently  exercised  to  oppose 
the  recantation  of  my  unhappy  child.     In   a 
land   of  heretics,   reverende  mere,   and  under 
the  influence  of  her  husband's  family,  during  a 
painful   and   long  hopeless  indisposition,    the 
work  of  conversion  was  achieved  ere  I  enter- 
tained  a   suspicion   on    the   subject.     In   the 
remote  province  from  which,  on  the   death  of 
the  Baron  von  Rehfeld  (a  victim  to  mortifica- 
tion arising  from  the  ingratitude  of  his  prince,) 
I  hastened  to  seek  refuge  in  my  beloved  France, 
I  was  so  shut  out  from  tidings  of  the  civilized 
world,  that  the  welfare  of  my  children  was  as 
the  showing  of  a  dream ;    and  Lady  Elvinston 
had  become  lost  to  the  catholic  churchy  and 
my  son  had  been  many  weeks  in  the  grave,  ere  I 
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was  aware  of  the  danger  of  the  one  or  death  of 
the  other.  I  do  not  ask  you,  reverende  mere, 
for  your  prayers  for  Marguerite.  Bestow  them 
upon  her  mother,  now,  as  it  were,  childless ; — 
and  let  the  reverential  gratitude  entertained  for 
your  good  sisterhood,  by  one  whose  conduct  in 
her  new  country  is  cited  as  a  model  of  excellence, 
plead  in  extenuation  of  her  change  of  faith .^^ 

A  few  kindly  words  expressive  of  thankful- 
ness towards  the  noble  exile,  tempered  by  heart- 
felt regret  for  the  lamb  that  had  strayed  from 
her  flock,  broke  from  the  venerable  lips  of  the 
superior. 

"  I  loved  her  well  1"  said  the  reverende  mere, 
"  but  since  her  conduct  in  her  new  station  is 
as  exemplary  as  in  her  old,  the  blessing  of  Hea- 
ven be  upon  her,  and  prosper  her  with  its  ever- 
lasting grace  ! — It  is  something  to  be  remem- 
bered thus  affectionately  by  a  child  of  our 
house,  after  years  of  absence,  sickness,  danger, 
and  the  still  more  absorbing  vanities  of  the 
brilliant  world  of  which  she  forms  a  part.'^ 


Again  did  the  Countess  acknowledge  the 
clemency  of  the  Superior ;  and  again,  and  more 
earnestly  than  before,  recommend  herself  and 
the  Hotel  de  Vaudreuil  to  the  prayers  of  the 
community. 

"  It  were  less  than  grateful  were  we  to  deny 
the  request,"  replied  the  Reverende  on  seeing 
that,  in  the  earnestness  of  her  panic,  tears  were 
actually  faUing  from  the  eyes  of  her  who,  on 
the  annihilation  of  her  house  and  misfortunes 
of  her  native  land,  had  remained  tearless — 
"  seeing  that  to  your  family  our  poor  commu- 
nity is  indebted  for  the  most  remarkable  peni- 
tent, and  most  devout  inmate,  who  ever  called 
down  upon  its  walls  the  blessings  of  Heaven  '/' 

The  hand  of  Madame  von  Rehfeld  was  on 
the  handle  of  the  door  of  the  parloir  to  depart ; 
but  her  movements  were  now  suspended  by 
curiosity. 

"  At  the  fatal  moment  when  sister  Ursule 
sought  refuge  in  this  estabUshment,"   said  the 
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Abbess  raising  her  eyes  to  Heaven  at  the  recol- 
lection  of    those   days    of    terror,    miscalled 
glorious,    "  the  cross  and  the  altar  appeared 
on    the    eve   of    overthrow — the  throne   was 
already     sacrificed — the     word     cloture     was 
an   empty  name ! — All  we   expected  was  the 
dissolution  of  our  holy  order,    and  the  disper- 
sion   of  the   sisterhood; — and  in  affording  a 
shelter   to  a  broken-hearted  and  homeless  wo- 
man, whom  I  knew  only  as  akin  to  our  beloved 
Marguerite,    my   object  was  a  mere  work  of 
charity. — Princess  Gallitzin  was  a  protestant  i 
how  could  I  hope  she  would  live  to  become  a 
convert  to  our  faith, — a  submissive  daughter 
to  our  house !" 

Madame  von  Rehfeld,  who  had  been  listening 
with  breathless  attention  to  the  address  of  the 
Abbess,  was  now  thoroughly  overcome ! — Ida 
alive  ? — The  lost  Princess  Gallitzin  an  inmate 
of  that  house? — Her  tears  had  been  already 
dried ; — her  very  exclamations  were  now  sus- 
pended ! 
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"  During  her  noviciate,  prolonged  beyond 
the  usual  period  to  give  ample  Umit  for  her 
confirmation  in  her  new  opinions,""  resumed 
the  Abbess,  "  it  was  the  desire  of  our  good 
sister  Ursule  that  the  strictest  secrecy  should 
be  observed  concerning  her  place  of  retreat. 
Extreme  in  all  things,  she  is  now  as  enthusi- 
astic in  devotion  as  before  in  worldliness. 
Some  days  have  elapsed  since  her  profession. 
But  she  is  now  irrevocably  pledged;— and  no 
interference,  no  remonstrance  can  henceforward 
disturb  the  tranquillity  of  her  mind.'' 

"  This  is  the  most  unheard-of,  the  most 
extraordinary  event '."—faltered  Madame  von 
Rehfeld,  alternately  terrified,  indignant,  and 
incredulous.—"  She,  whom  I  had  mourned  as 
dead  1— she,  the  tidings  of  whose  disappearance 
hastened  the  end  of  her  father  !— she,  who  is 
beUeved  by  the  whole  court  of  St.  Petersburg 
to  have  fallen  a  victim  to  the  horrors  of  the 
revolution  of  July— to  be  alive— safe— a  pe- 
nitent—a nun  l" 
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"  Pardon  me,"  interrupted  the  superior,  "  not 
the  tvhole  court  of  St.  Petersburg.  The  hus- 
band of  our  poor  recluse  has  been,  from  first  to 
last,  apprized  of  the  truth,  and  acquiescent  in 
the  disposal  of  her  destinies.  But  for  this 
sanction,  our  proceedings  had  been  illegal." 

"  C'est  inoui—je  m'y  perds  P'  was  again  and 
again  the  cry  of  the  astonished  Baroness.  "  So 
coolly  as  he  received  from  Wilhelm  von  Reh- 
feld  the  inheritance  of  poor  Ida,  as  her  survi- 
vor, not  as  her  husband  ! — If  he  had  only 
afforded  me  the  least  clue, — the  shghtest  sus- 
picion !'^ 

"  It  was  the  express  desire  of  Sceur  Ursule, 
that  no  worldly  intrusion  should  mar  the  se- 
renity of  her  noviciate,'^  interrupted  the  Ab- 
bess. "  The  Prince  is  so  far  exonerated. — By 
what  harsh  usage  or  tacit  condemnation  he 
and  his  revengeful  sister  may  have  rendered 
the  proceedings  of  his  unfortunate  wife  an  act 
of  desperation  rather  than  an  effort  of  convic- 
tion, far  be  it  for  me  to  determine  ! — But  this 
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I  can,  on  my  own  authority  testify ;  that  the 
attendance  of  Soeur  Ursule  on  the  dying  bed  of 
Count  Erloff  was  the  result  of  accident — one 
of  the  thousand  episodes  arising  out  of  the 
fatal  tumults  of  the  Revolution  ?' 

''  Princess  GaUitzin  an  attendant  on  the 
death-bed  of  my  son  ?" — faltered  the  astonished 
Baroness.  "  When,  where,  are  these  startling 
discoveries  to  end  1" 

"  The  night  on  which  the  Princess,  way-worn 
and  famished  fled  to  these  walls  for  refuge/' 
returned  the  Superior,  "  was  one  devoted  by 
our  sisterhood  to  the  care  of  the  wounded  and 
dying,  who,  when  the  beds  and  wards  of  the  Hotel 
Dieu  were  full  to  overflowing,  were  brought 
to  our  dormitories  for  relief, — I  have  said  be- 
fore that,  at  that  crisis,  cloture  was  but  a 
name  ;  too  happy  we,  that,  amid  the  general 
wreck  of  society,  we  could  purchase  our  im- 
punity by  devoting  ourselves  to  the  succour  ot 
the  unfortunate  !— Within  an  hour  of  entering 
our  house,  the  terrified  fugitive  had  implored 
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permission  to  replace,  with  the  habit  of  novi- 
ciate, the  worldly  garments  in  which,  tattered 
and  disfigured  by  outrage,  she  sank  half  sense- 
less at  our  gate.  In  that  dress,  did  the  once 
haughty  Ambassador's  Wife,  as  the  first  fruits 
of  her  humility,  administer  to  the  wants  of  the 
wounded  of  all  conditions,  entrusted  to  our 
care  !" 

"  And  among  them,  then,"  exclaimed  the 
Baroness  wringing  her  hands  with  frantic  emo- 
tion, "  among  them  was  my  unhappy  son  V 

"  He  was  not  among  them  long  \"  replied 
the  Abbess  crossing  her  hands  devoutly  upon 
her^bosom. — "  He  was  the  very  first  we  sur- 
rendered to  the  buryers  of  the  dead  V 

^^  My  son  was  flung  then  into  one  of  the 
pits  prepared  for  the  graceless  bodies  of  the 
insurgents  of  July?" — faltered  the  Baroness. 

"  The  brother  of  Marguerite  ErlofF  was  laid 
in  the  quiet  cemetery  of  our  holy  house,"  re- 
plied the  Abbess  with  some  dignity. 

"  And  can  I  not  be  admitted  to  an  interview 
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with  my  step-daughter  ?" — demanded  Madame 
von  Rehfeld. 

"  For  Soeur  Ursule,  the  relationships  of  this 
world  are  at  an  end  1"  replied  the  reverend 
mother.  "  I  will,  however,  acquaint  her  with 
your  desire.'^ 

The  ten  minutes  devoted  to  the  errand  ap- 
peared to  the  agitated  Baroness  of  immeasura- 
ble duration  ;  the  reply  at  length  delivered  to 
her  by  the  Superior,  of  cruel  inflexibihty. 

Soeur  Ursule  had  taken  her  everlasting 
leave  of  this  world.  She  entreated  permission 
to  avoid  the  disturbance  of  mind  that  must 
necessarily  ensue  from  such  a  meeting.         ^ 

«  At  least,"  cried  the  Baroness  more  angry 
than  afflicted,—''  at  least,  reverend  mother, 
suffer  me  to  visit  the  cemetery  and  contemplate 
the  grave  of  my  son." 

As  she  traversed,  for  this  purpose,  the  con- 
vent garden,  of  which  the  slender  acacia  trees 
were  at  that  moment  loaded  with  bloom,  and 
under  which  sported  the  white- veiled  pension- 
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naires  and  even  their  grave  instructresses,  the 
scene  was  precisely  such  as  many  of  my  rea- 
ders may  have  seen  depicted  in  the  summer 
saloon  of  Elvinston  Castle. 

A  year  or  two  ago,  as  Madame  von  Rehfeld, 
during  a  visit  to  Scotland  to  the  happiest  of 
wives  and  mothers,  was  surveying  the  summer 
panel  and  admiring  the  accuracy  of  the  deli- 
neation, she  pointed  out  to  the  Viscountess 
the  wicket  leading  from  the  garden  to  the 
cemetery,  and  disclosed  the  startling  mysteries 
with  which  it  was  connected. 

"  Every  year,  my  dear  Marguerite,^'  said 
she,  "  when  1  visit  the  convent  as  bearer  of 
your  annual  benefactions,  I  repair  to  that  sa- 
cred spot,  and  offer  up  my  prayers  on  the 
grave  of  your  brother.  According  to  the  cus- 
tom of  the  order,  the  spot  is  marked  only  by 
a  plain  black  cross.  But  T  never  yet  visited  it 
that  I  did  not  find  fresh  flowers  on  the  turf; — 
and  more  than  once,  have  observed  the  retreat- 
ing figure  of  one  of  the  sisterhood,  rising  from 
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her  knees  on  my  approach.— I  am  convinced 
it  was  that  of  Soeur  Ursule  ! — That  grave  con- 
stitutes her  sole  connection  with  the  past ! — 
that  grave  is  her  only  worldly  consolation  ! — But 
who,  under  her  coarse  black  robe  and  mourn- 
ful veil,  who  would  ever  dream  of  recognizing 
the  ambitious  Lily  of  Rehfeld — the  haughty 
Ambassador's  Wife  ?" 


THE    END. 
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